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THE LITTLE LADY OF 
THE FORT 



CHAPTER I 

LOUISE 



" You are a wilful, headstrong girl 1 " 

"Oh, father!" 

" Yes, listen I You know not whereof yoq 
speak. Think what this man has done to you 
and yours I Of the blood of your people he 
has made to flow as water ! Remember La 
Caroline " 

" Could I ever forget it ? " 

" You have already forgotten it." 

"No, father. Oh, I beseech you to hear 
me I" 

"I have heard more from you now than 
I desire. Oh, girl — I will not call you 
daughter I " — he broke ofi* passionately, — 
" when your thoughts go back to those days, 
when you recall how aged women and help- 
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less children fell beneath the sword and 
the axe of this butcher and his minions, 
how can you do aught save that which I 
ask? How can you refuse to wear this 
token — ^to bind yourself by the oath, which 
every man, woman and child, old enough to 
speak it forth with understanding tongue, has 
given ? '' 

As these questions were asked, Renot La 
Pierre looked at his daughter with eyes the 
natural sweet expression of which was now 
marred by the bitterness of memory. Stern- 
ness, reproach, too, was in the voice with 
which he addressed her, a voice that usually 
spoke to her with only kindness and affeo- 
tion. 

" Do you not hear me, Louie ? " 

He was impatient now, and he was growing 
angrier, too, every moment. 

Louise La Pierre stood before her father with 
bowed head, her hands extended before her and 
tightly clasped. 

She was nearing her seventeenth birthday. 
Her form, somewhat below the usual height, 
was nevertheless slender and graceful; her 
head well-poised and beautifully shaped. It 
was this smallness of stature, the air with 
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which she carried herself, the sweetness, the 
graciousness of her manner, that had gained 
for her the appellation by which she was 
best known and loved, " The Little Lady of 
the Fort." 

Hair black as the crow's wing, yet far 
more glossy, plaited in two heavy strands 
fell far below her waist. The robe of dark 
blue cloth, its sleeves slashed with white, 
fitted her as perfectly as the gown of a young 
princess. About her throat was folded a white 
kerchief. She was indeed a picture fair to 
look upon, this only daughter of the governor 
of the garrison of Fort Ribaut, for, when she 
raised her eyes at last to her father's face, her 
own was a vision to gladden any sight. De* 
spite the hardships of the wilderness, the 
privations she had endured, the skin was still 
of an alabaster-like whiteness, save where the 
sun had left its tan on cheek and chin. Her 
most beautiful feature was her eyes, large and 
deep, of a changing gray, now dark, now 
almost blue and shaded by heavy curling 
lashes. 

" Come ! " said her father again, but less 
sternly now. Perhaps those eyes had moved 
him as they so oft had the power to do, because 
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of their resemblance to other eyes from which, 
on one never-to-be-forgotten day, he had seen 
the light of life and of love go out together. 
*' Come, daughter I Once more I call thee so. 
Come! take from me the token. Place it 
there on your bodice above your heart, but 
not so low that your eyes cannot rest upon it. 
Yes, place it there, then say after me the oath 
that shall bind you never to give to this man, 
or one of his kind any quarter, even though 
he were stricken before you. Never so much 
as a crumb, if he were starving ; no drop of 
water to cool his tongue ; nothing but death, 
even though your weak girl's hand has to deal 
the blow ! " 

Now, indeed, the daughter of Fort- Ribaut's 
governor found her voice. 

She took a step toward her father. Her 
head was thrown upward, her hands had re- 
leased their clasp and were now fallen again 
to her sides. A brilliant light had leaped to 
her eyes, so that now they were like globes of 
glowing flame. 

" No I No ! " she cried, motioning back the 
bit of scarlet cord he was holding toward her 
on the point of his sword. " I cannot, I must 
not wear it! I dare not take the dreadful 



The Little Lady of the Fort 9 

oath I Oh, I must refuse, though in so doing 
it estrangeth me and thee I " 

Her head had fallen again, and once more 
her hands were extended, now in a more be- 
seeching way than ever. 

" Pity me ! " she implored. " Oh, pity me ! 
Father, my father, have pity and do not press 
me to do this terrible thing I " 

"You are mad!" he cried, "yes, surely 
mad to refuse ! " 

His anger had broken out afresh. His eyes 
blazed. He let his sword fall with a clang to 
his side, leaving the scarlet cord in a little 
curled heap between them. 

" Girl, do you realize what you are doing ? 
to what end your stubbornness portends? 
Has it not come to you what such conduct 
on your part will bring to you, to say nothing 
of its cost to me ? Think of the daughter of 
the commandant of this garrison alone refus- 
ing to do what even the maids and women 
of our lowest minions have done? Child, 
child 1 how can you be so perverse ? What is 
the cause of this stubbornness ? Why do you 
not bind yourself by the oath which every 
one of your people has taken ? Shame upon 
you that you can show yourself so unworthy 
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of your blood I Where is the pride, the 
spirit, the courage of your race? But even 
if this be forgotten, where is the memory of 
your mother? Can you so soon forget how 
she perished? Out upon you for a crea- 
ture too unworthy to exist if you can for- 
get!" 

The giri's head fell again to her breast. A 
convulsive shuddering took possession of her; 
sobs were in her throi^t. 

''No, no, torture me not so!'' she cried 
as soon as she had power to give utterance 
to the words. "I do not forget. Oh, my 
mother I my mother I would that it had been 
I instead of thee that awful day in the wil- 
derness! Can I ever forget your stricken 
face? The blood that flowed from thee? It 
is more even now than I can endure 1 " 

She extended her hands. She was about to 
fall, but her father caught her. He drew her 
to him and put his arms about her. His own 
form was shaken by sobs, his voice well-nigh 
inaudible as he addressed her. 

"Then with that scene still graven upon 
your heart, how can you refuse that which is 
asked of you ? " 

She drew her head away from him, and, 
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with her arms still around his neck, looked 
up into his face. 

" Because the religion of the gentle Christ, 
whose teachings I strive so earnestly to fol- 
low, will not let me. Oh, father, do you not 
recall how He enjoins upon us that if our 
enemy hungers we must feed him; if he 
thirst, we must give him drink ? And again 
emphasizing the divine spirit of forgiveness, 
He says, ' until seventy times seven.' " 

He unclasped her arms from about his neck 
and drew away from her. 

''Such fiends as these are beyond the 
bounds of forgiveness!" he declared hotly. 
" They are not men, therefore they cannot be 
classed under the head of enemies. They are 
wild beasts, and it is our duty to slay them 
without quarter as we would any venomous 
creature from whom our lives were in peril." 

He paused for a moment. His eyes were 
upon her face in questioning search. Was 
she weakening ? Would she yield ? Had his 
argument at last convinced her? Evidently 
not. For what he saw within her eyes as she 
again lifted them bravely to his, caused him 
to break forth once more with a fierce vehe- 
mence. 
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*' Girl, what manner of offspring are you T 
How can you so lightly forget the blood in 
your veins ? A La Pierre to be a weakling, 
yes, I will say it — ^a chicken heart, such as 
this ! " 

The hot blood flamed in her face. Its 
crimson spread to the roots of her hair. She 
drew herself up, her chin moved forward, her 
hand, tightly clenched, was extended. It was 
the very air Renot La Pierre himself had 
whenever he stood in front of his line of men 
and declared that for their honor and their 
right to this territory of New France they 
were ready to give life itself. 

'' I am not a coward ! Monsieur Renot La 
Pierre knows that as well as I ! " 

The words rang out with a steady intona- 
tion that no young warrior, declaring his 
readiness for the battle, could have rendered 
stronger or steadier. 

*' Listen to me, my father. Were your life 
and mine in danger, should these men find 
out our retreat and come here to attack us, 
did they attempt to scale these walls, there 
would be no hand readier to help beat them 
back than mine! Yea, I could wield even 
the sword iteelf ; I could cut with the axe if 



The Little Lady of the Fort 13 

need be ; I could slay — my father, do you not 
hear me ? I would show you then, even if I 
am a girl, that I have not forgotten what it is 
to be a La Pierre ! " 

Her eyes were flashing, her form drawn 
erect and quivering with excitement; so 
might a young soldier look as he awaited the 
onset of battle. 

Her father regarded her with admiration. 
He could not keep the joy, the pride from his 
eyes. His heart swelled at her words, her 
manner. He could not at that moment doubt 
that, in the event opportunity offered, she 
would make good her declaration. He said 
to her gently, 

" If you feel this way, my Louie, if heart 
and hands are ready to wage such brave war- 
fare against these wretches, why can you not 
then bind yourself by this oath to spare not 
any one of them that circumstance may place 
at your mercy? Yea, that you will put to 
death, even with those fair girl hands, any or 
all of these vile creatures whenever the power 
is yours so to do ? Why can you not so bind 
yourself?" he repeated. 

" Because," she answered slowly and stead- 
ily, and looking at him now unflinchingly, 
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" such, my father, is not in accord with the 
teachings of my Lord and Master, whose I 
am and whom I seek to serve ; nor with the 
example He has Himself given me of gentle- 
ness and love. I can no longer call myself 
His follower if I so wilfully disregard what He 
tells me. While I bear in my heart the badge 
of His meekness, of His forgiveness, the remem- 
brance of His own forbearance toward me, I 
cannot attach to my clothing, even at your re- 
quest, my father, the emblem of a cruel, an 
awful oath. Yea, I cannot forget the tremen- 
dous price He paid that just such obligation 
might be won from me— to remember always 
the law of mercy and of forgiveness." 

" Do not talk of mercy, of forgiveness for 
such wretches as these 1 " her father cried, fly- 
ing into a passion. " So soon speak of mercy 
for a venomous reptile that had bitten you, 
or forgiveness for a ferocious beast that had 
sought to rend you in twain. I tell you, 
Louie, that could that Spanish fiend and his 
band of ruflBans discover our retreat, and 
were this fort to fall before his attack, he 
would grant no quarter, neither he nor his 
butchers, would not spare even the most help- 
less. The aged, the sick, the innocent babe, 
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the wounded, the dying would alike fall be- 
fore the mercilefis sword. Girl, have we not 
both lived through La Caroline? Did we 
not see with our own eyes and hear with our 
own ears? Oh, that a merciful God would 
but cloud the memory of those days I Yet 
seared as those scenes are upon heart and 
brain, how is the fire ever to be quenched ? " 

He bowed his head upon his hands and 
groaned aloud in the bitterness of spirit. 

She moved nearer to him and grasping his 
sleeve, drew his hand downward, placing it 
against her cheek. 

" Father," she began. 

He did not seem to hear her, though he 
assuredly was not unmindful of the caress. 
But his thoughts were still on the matters 
that so disturbed him, and his words followed 
fast upon his thoughts. 

" Ever since that day in the woods," he 
continued, "when a band of twenty-two of 
us preferred to throw ourselves upon the 
mercy of savages, to take the risks from wild 
beasts, rather than trust to the word of 
Menendez, he and his horde of butchers 
have been seeking our trail. How fortunate 
for us, fortunate, too, for them, that some 
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poor wanderers cast ashore from the wrecked 
ships of Ribaut crossed our paths and through 
the kindness of our Indian friends were led 
to us. Through this mutual good-fortune we 
have now a garrison of full threescore, not 
to mention women and children. We have, 
too, arms and ammunition, besides various 
things to make living more comfortable. 
For our brethren, remembering where the 
stores brought ashore were concealed, we 
made many secret expeditions thither, re- 
turning with supplies." 

"Yes," exclaimed Louise, " should our en- 
emies come, we could give them staunch 
battle, since now we are so well prepared. 
Even the girls and women will show you, my 
father, how well they can fight. We can 
pray, too, as we fight, and God will surely 
give us the victory over these merciless men 
who seek with such persistency to destroy 
us." 

" You can talk that way, and yet you can- 
not — say will not, bind yourself by the oath 
that would but mete out to these fiends their 
just deserts. What perversity, what unac- 
countable wilfulness is this ? " 

" Oh, call it not so, my father, I entreat 
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It is but the conviction of my better nature. 
All my woman's heart speaks out against this 
awful vow by which you would have me bind 
myself. My soul turns sick at the thought. 
You would have me pledge to slay wantonly, 
to give death even in the midst of helpless- 
ness. Oh, I cannot promise to so act even to 
these men who have been so merciless to me 
and mine 1 I pray you remove the cord of 
scarlet. I beseech thee, my father, torture 
me no more with the request that I wear it 1 " 

" Obstinate girl 1 " began the governor. 

But just then there was a noise at the 
farther entrance to the hallway, the clank of 
a sword and a firm soldier-like tread upon 
the wooden blocks that formed the flooring. 

" Ah I " exclaimed the governor, *' here is 
our dear Monsieur Gaillard ! Let us see 
if he cannot add such persuasion to that with 
which my tongue has already assailed you as 
shall convince you, rash girl, that such obsti- 
nacy as you display can only bring shame 
and reproach upon you and overwhelming 
bitterness to me." 

" What I yield not for your sake, my fa- 
ther," her beautiful eyes fixed now with un- 
utterable tenderness upon him, ''I assuredly 
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will not for another, though that other be one 
for whom I entertain such high regard as for 
my dear Monsieur Gaillard." 

" We shall see," replied the governor stead- 



CHAPTER II 

THE FORTRESS IN THE WILDERNESS 

Monsieur Gaillard came on, his sword 
clanking, his fine old head held erect, looking 
every inch the soldier that he was I 

When within a few paces of the command- 
ant he halted and saluted. Then, wheeling 
slightly, while his eye twinkled, he saluted 
Louise, too, and with all the fine flourish he 
had bestowed upon the governor. This done, 
his gravity unbent, and, turning to Captain 
La Pierre, he asked, 

" What is it, my dear Renot, into the doing 
of which I am to persuade our lass ? Judging 
by her countenance at this moment, it is 
naught to which her liking inclineth. I beg 
you not to set me to win her against her own 
heart, for our Louie hath ever one that is just 
and true, and that prompteth her to the kindly 
deed and the generous act. If it is aught at 
present that setteth itself against your will and 
judgment, then put it down to an error of the 
head, for we must not count upon one so young 

19 
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having the wisdom of our maturer years. One 
must not expect the eyes of sixteen to see as 
do those of forty-six." 

Instantly a smile went from Louise to the 
brave old soldier ; but the commandant shook 
his head. At the same time he made a vigor- 
ous gesture. 

" You know not whereof you speak, Nich- 
olas, though there is fair meaning in what you 
say, I will admit. But wait until you hear 
what it is against which our lass has set herself 
so persistently. Lool^ first upon that which 
lies at our feet." 

As he spoke the commandant bent his own 
head downward and pointed with his sword. 

For an instant there was a flash in the eyes 
of Monsieur Gaillard like the quick catching 
of powder, then he spoke calmly. 

" The scarlet token ! It lies there upon the 
floor instead of upon the bodice of the lass? " 

" Exactly." 

" She refuses to wear it? " 

"Yes." 

" Wait, my friend. Do not press the lass too 
closely now. Give her more time. She is of 
such metal as yieldeth not readily, especially 
when upheld by the firm temper of conscience. 
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Remember she hath not our hot passions, 
neither does the pulse of revenge leap with 
such madness in her veins." 

"But she refuses to do that which every 
woman and girl, even those of our lowest min- 
ions throughout the fort have done. Surely 
they have not been led thereto through the 
hot passions or the mad pulse of revenge." 

*' Apes some of them, and naught else I " 
declared Monsieur Gaillard warmly; "cow- 
ards, too, in that they fear to go against popu- 
lar clamor. But our lass is of diflferent fibre. 
No voice can persuade her against that of her 
conscience ; she owns no guide in such mat- 
ters but her God." 

Louise looked at him gratefully, and essayed 
to speak, but he, recognizing that silence was 
the best for her then, added quickly, 

"So, Renot, I entreat that you give the 
lass more time. Perhaps she will then come 
to our way of thinking. But thou canst not 
drive her to it now. It will be like the 
stricken bird beating itself against the bars 
of its despair." 

He paused a moment, then drawing nearer 
still to La Pierre, and, dropping his voice, 
added : 
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" The lass has ever been delicate, you know, 
like that frail one you cherished so tenderly, 
from whom you saw the life go out that terri- 
ble day in the wilderness. I beseech you, 
remember and have patience. Come, deal 
gently." 

The words went straight to the mark. 
Captain La Pierre's face whitened, his limbs 
trembled. Involuntarily he turned to Louise. 
There was a softened, a yearning look in his 
eyes. He seemed about to approach her, but 
the next moment words of Monsieur Gaillard 
arrested him. 

" Wait, Renot ! There is that further which 
I feel that I must say." 

Monsieur Gaillard paused for a brief space, 
then, as the line of his lower lip grew firmer, 
he added : 

" Sometimes I think me we have been too 
harsh in this matter, too hasty withal. It is 
a terrible oath, and there is naught provided 
by which it may be modified. There should 
be some leaning to mercy in the face of har- 
rowing circumstances. Then, too, all Span- 
iards were not with this butcher, Menendez, 
neither can I believe that all are such fiends. 
I had friends among the Spaniards at our 
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court, and they were gentlemen ; men of gen- 
tleness and courtesy/' 

A gleam of sudden suspicion flashed into 
the eyes of the commandant. His brows were 
knit sternly for the space of a second or so as 
he intently regarded the lieutenant. He had 
heard that Monsieur Gaillard's only sister had 
married a young Spaniard of noble birth and 
that her home was now at Valladolid. Might 
not the lieutenant, after all, have a weakling 
heart when it came to dealing with his sister's 
adopted countrymen ? But the next moment, 
the commandant banished the thought as un- 
worthy of him, as a wrong, too, to the noble 
man before him. Did not the token gleam 
upon his breast ? Had he not taken the oath, 
and was not Monsieur Gaillard a man of ster- 
ling honor? Yet he could not help say- 
ing: 

**I fear me much, Monsieur, that should 
the harrowing circumstances present them- 
selves, yours would be an unsteady hand.'* 

" I have not yet been put to the test, my 
Captain," he remarked diplomatically. 

Then drawing himself erect, and once more 
the soldier, he saluted, saying, 

'' Commandant, I am come hither on a 
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matter of grave import. Let us talk of that 



now." 



"But my daughter?" 

" The lass may remain. It is naught that 
she may not hear." 

"Then speak on, Monsieur. I give my 
close attention." 

"It is this, commandant. Two Indian 
runners have just arrived. They come from 
San-u-tee, chief of the Huspahs. The chief 
has at last sent a delegation of his principal 
warriors. As evidence that they come seeking 
our good-will and on an errand of peace, their 
wives and children accompany them. They 
are now within two hours' march of the fort 
and are expected to arrive here a little past 
noon. They desire a conference with your 
Excellency ; after which they will retire to 
camp near the fort for to-night and the follow- 
ing day and night. It is probable they will 
seek still another conference on the morrow." 

" It is well," added the commandant. " I 
am glad the Huspahs come. I have long 
wished to reach the chief. In our isolated 
condition it behooves us to make allies of 
these Indians who are our nearest neighbors. 
See to it, my lieutenant, that such feasting is 
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given these warriors and their families as our 
moderate stores will permit. Look to it, too, 
that such trinkets as we have are bestowed 
upon their women. I will be in readiness on 
the hour. We must not keep them waiting." 

*'A11 right, my commandant. You will 
find things prepared as you desire.'* 

He was going away, but turned to add : 

" I have neglected to say that Combee has 
been sent by the chief as head of the warriors." 

The commandant's face suddenly bright- 
ened. 

'' I Bfin glad of that. I like the Huspah. 
He has always proven our friend. But I 
must say," unconsciously lowering his voice, 
" that until this movement on the part of the 
chief toward friendly relations, I had felt an 
uneasiness concerning him. Somehow the 
feeling has been strong within me that did 
occasion oflPer San-u-tee could be bought by 
our enemies." 

" It is best to be cautious even in the face 
of the present overture," declared Monsieur 
Gaillard. 

" That it is. We'll have our wits about us, 
you may rest assured. Let the guards along 
the walls be trebled, lieutenant. See to it, 
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too, that the armament is ready, and the 
men who attend us to the conference are well 
armed." 

" Oh, father ! " exclaimed Louise, now ap- 
proaching, "how bad this is that you must 
take all this caution ! for now I fear me that 
none of the women and children of the fort 
will be permitted to be present." 

" There is no reason why you should not be 
there, my Louie. Indeed it is my desire that 
such should be the case. If they show us the 
confidence to bring their women and children, 
we can do no less than to meet them sur- 
rounded by our own." 

"How glad I am to hear you say this, 
fathw I I was so afraid you might deem it 
unsafe and thus keep us within the fort." 

" I am not sure that it is safe, my Louie," 
he said in a low voice. "But I shall take 
every precaution," he added. " We'll meet 
between the gates and the great doors, and 
not outside the gates as you may suppose." 

The governor had need of this caution, for 
they were in the midst of troublous times, and 
their position was indeed one of peril. 

The year was 1572, and the scene of our 
story a portion of the well-nigh trackless 
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wilderness, some two hundred miles above 
the mouth of the St. John's Rivei^, in Florida, 
and within the territory now known as South 
Carolina. 

Ten years before, Jean Ribaut, that noble 
but ill-fated pioneer of French explorations in 
the New World, after cruising along the coasts 
of Florida and Georgia, had founded the colony 
at Port Royal, building a fort there which he 
named Fort Charles, in honor of Charles IX. 
The short life of the Port Royal settlement, 
because of the shiftlessness and lack of moral 
strength of the men left in charge of it, is one 
of the sad facts of history. 

On June 25, 1564, a fleet of French ships 
for the second time dropped anchor off the 
shores of that portion of the American Conti- 
nent to which was soon to be given the name 
of New France. The commander of this fleet 
was Ren6 de Laudonniere, a brave and pol- 
ished gentleman, a relative of the illustrious 
Coligny, Admiral of France. Laudonniere 
chose ifor the sight of his colony a beautiful 
bluff overlooking the waters of the St. John, 
near its mouth. A fort was erected which was 
again called in honor of the King of France, 
La Caroline. 
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This colony, like the first, had a struggle for 
existence. But as the men who composed it 
were of different fibre from the others, with 
but few exceptions they held together, and 
despite the appalling conditions by which they 
were surrounded, managed to keep the fleur- 
de-lis proudly waving from the rude battle- 
ments of this outpost of France in the New 
World. The greater credit for this was due 
the intrepid young commander, who in the 
midst of all his trials, never lost heart but 
once. This was when famine stared them 
in the face, and the last hope of the arrival 
of overdue ships from France had given 
out. 

Even then his nerve did not fail him, if his 
heart did. Though his soul sank within him, 
yet would he not speak the order to march 
away, abandoning the post so long and so 
bravely held. It was at his darkest hour that 
the storm clouds rolled away and above shone 
the radiant skies. For on the morning of 
August 29, 1565, just as Laudonniere had 
thrown himself in despair upon his rude 
bunk, exhausted from his long and hopeless 
watch upon the battlements, the joyous shout 
arose that the French ships were in sight. 
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Yes, there they were ! seven as fine, smart 
crafts as could be found at that day. There 
they were, gaily entering the harbor, bedecked 
with flags from stem to stern, their decks 
crowded with men in armor, and, a more 
pleasing sight still, women and children ! 

Men shouted themselves hoarse, cannon 
boomed, and as the flagship, the Trinity, with 
Ribaut himself aboard, rounded ahead of its 
fellows, and came to anchor opposite the fort, 
the air was rent with welcomes and their ring- 
ing responses. Then as good Pere Michel, 
aboard the Trinity, and the young minister of 
the fort, Paul Loubet, raised their hands with 
simultaneous movement, a silence fell upon 
all, and those aboard the ships and those upon 
the shore, rescuers and rescued, alike fell upon 
their knees, rendering praises to Almighty 
God. Now, indeed, would the fleur-de-lis be 
firmly planted in the rugged wilderness of the 
New World, and persecuted ones find here 
what their own country had denied them, 
civil and religious liberty. But alas for hu- 
man hopes ! for the bright star of fond dreams, 
of commendable aspirations enkindled within 
courageous hearts ! 

It was barely a week after the coming of the 
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ships when the dreaded Spaniard, Menendez^ 
with a portion of his fleet appeared off the 
harbor, and at once attacked the ships of 
Ribaut anchored near the entrance. But for 
the fact that the captains of the French ships 
cut their cables and speedily took flight, all on 
board would no doubt have perished, for the 
vessels were poorly armored, and the Spanish 
soldiers greatly in excess of the French. 

Menendez pursued the vessels, but soon lost 
sight of them. He then returned for an at- 
tack upon the fort, La Caroline. But owing 
to the display of cannon and of the bravery 
of the French, he lost heart and sailed away. 
However, the desire for the blood of these in- 
nocent people burned hotly within his heart. 
He was but biding his time. 

Menendez bore southward until he came to 
an inlet to which he afterward gave the name 
of San Augustin. Here he found three of his 
ships which had become separated from him 
in his flight after the French. They were al- 
ready debarking their troops, cannon, and 
supplies, their captains having been as much 
struck by the inviting appearance of the inlet 
and its beautiful palm-fringed shores as was 
Menendez. 



The Little Lady of the Fort 31 

The Spaniards landed and boldly took pos- 
session of the large palmetto thatched lodge 
belonging to an Indian chief called Seloy. 
Still in fear of the French ships, they began 
to throw up intrenchments along the seashore, 
impressing bands of Indians to help them. 
In this manner was the birth of St. Augus- 
tine, the oldest town of our country. 

Meanwhile the French squadron, with the 
exception of one ship, having returned to La 
Caroline, the bold plan was formed by Ribaut 
to follow Menendez and attack him. He had 
learned through the Indian scouts of his land- 
ing at St. Augustine. Laudonniere opposed 
the undertaking because of the almost de- 
fenseless condition in which it would leave 
La Caroline, Ribaut purposing to take with 
him the strength of its soldiery. But Lau- 
donniere was overruled in the matter. Be- 
sides, he was not now commander, Ribaut 
having succeeded him, and thus he had no 
governing voice. 

Ribaut's departur^^ was but the opening 
chapter in an appalling tragedy that began 
with disaster and ended with death. When 
within sight of St. Augustine a fierce storm 
beat upon his ships, driving them ashore at 
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various points along the coast, wrecking all. 
But strange to say, very few of those aboard 
were drowned. Far more merciful would it 
have been for the larger number of these had 
they thus perished. 

A small band of the survivors pushed in- 
land, seeking refuge in an Indian village. 
But the majority of the men with their com- 
mander preferred to remain along the coast, 
hoping to get off one, at least, of the ships 
and fit it for sea so as to return to La Caro- 
line. How illusive was this hope they soon 
saw in the shattered condition of the vessels. 
At last, rendered desperate by hunger and 
exposure, they were driven to the point of 
seeking succor of the Spaniards. But not 
until Menendez had promised fair terms of 
surrender, did Ribaut arrive at the decision 
to place his men and himself in the hands of 
the Spanish captain. 

How false Menendez proved to every prin- 
ciple of truth and justice, history but too 
eloquently records. He put every man of 
the French to death, with the exception of 
two or three deemed necessary to his future 
plans. Among those to fall by the knife of 
the brutal Spaniards was the brave French 
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oommander, Jean Ribaut. Thus perished in 
his prime the noblest of the pioneer captains 
of France in the New World, one of whom 
history records that " he was a gentleman fair 
to look upon, of many goodly parts and a 
soldier without fear." 

Ribaut's death occurred on October 10, 
1565. Twenty days before that time a 
tragedy even more dreadful in its details 
had taken place, which was happily un- 
known to the French commander and his 
men until that hour in which they faced 
death. Then earthly matters had no longer 
the power to torture them. This tragedy 
preceding a tragedy was the massacre of La 
Caroline. 

Learning of the approach of the French 
ships that had come to attack San Augustin, 
Menendez and his men were at first thrown 
into a panic because of the incompleteness of 
their fortifications. But when, a few hours 
later, they saw the ships of the enemy tossed 
about at the mercy of the storm, courage re- 
turned and joy filled their hearts. They 
were already as good as lost, Menendez be- 
lieved. Then a bold scheme entered his 
mind. While its defenders were absent, he 
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would proceed overland and attack La Caro- 
line. He scarcely waited for the tempest to 
abate, but marched away in the mud and 
rain, his five hundred followers muttering 
sullen protest, but not daring to disobey, so 
great was their fear of him. 

After a wild march, that seemed the act 
of a madman, through almost impenetrable 
forests, bruised by the limbs, torn by briars ; 
or again toiling across marshes waist deep in 
water, the stiff, sharp grasses cutting like 
knifes ; or floundering through mud knee 
deep, the Spaniards came at last to a point 
within a mile of La Caroline. The night 
was pitchy dark, a drenching rain was fall- 
ing, and there was no shelter save the scant 
foliage of the cypress and the scrubby fronds 
of the palmettoes. The men were ready to 
fall upon Menendez and murder him for hav- 
ing led them on such a march. But still fear 
restrained them. 

At daylight on the following morning 
(September 20), having enthused his men 
sufficiently by glowing promises, Menendez 
attacked the well-nigh defenseless fort. Men, 
women, and children were murdered without 
quarter. When the helpless ones fell upon 
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their knees, and, with clasped hands, besought 
mercy, the answer they received was immediate 
death. 

The records say that one hundred and 
forty-two, principally women and children, 
were thus ruthlessly slain. But in the con- 
fusion, and favored by the fog, a score or so 
escaped. They fled with the swiftness that 
terror lent, over marsh and bog, through the 
matted vegetation. The rank sedge grasses, 
tough and sharp as knives, cut their naked 
limbs, for the most of them had fled in their 
night clothing. The briars tore them cruelly, 
while the salt water of the marshes gave sharp 
stings to their lacerated flesh. Each had the 
same goal in view, the shelter of some friendly 
Indian village. After a while they came to- 
gether, only one or two missing. So, too, in 
the space of the months that passed, this band 
of fugitives had its number increased by the 
meeting with the remnant from Ribaut's 
wrecked ships. Thus strengthened, and thrf 
knowledge being theirs of stores cast ashore 
from the doomed vessels and carefully con- 
cealed, the resolution was formed to seek 
some spot further within the wilderness, en- 
trench themselves, and there begin anew the 
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struggle to gain a foothold for France in the 
New World. 

After many vicissitudes, and when years 
had been passed in wandering from place to 
place, they came to this beautiful spot over- 
looking the river, with the waters of the sound 
flowing beyond, and the distant murmur of 
the sea itself in their ears. A coincidence, 
but one they did not then know, was that 
they were within less than threescore miles 
of the spot where the first colony of their 
countrymen had been planted, the ill-fated 
colony of Port Royal. 

Thus have been given in the main the in- 
cidents that led to the founding of this for- 
tress in the wilderness, the Fort Ribaut of our 
story, and history substantiates them all. 

The French refugees had not more than 
completed the fort when it seemed that provi- 
dence itself came wondrously to their aid. 
They found cannon and stores that had been 
cast ashore with the hulks of wrecked Spanish 
ships, beyond doubt from the squadron of 
Menendez himself. 

Two years had gone by in comparative se- 
curity, but this, the third year since Fort 
Ribaut had been built, had brought them 
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many alarming rumors. The Spaniards, they 
feared, had learned of their hiding-place. 
They were on their track. All that could 
possibly be done to strengthen the position of 
the garrison of Fort Ribaut had been done. 
There was naught now save to await calmly 
and bravely the falling of events. 

One thing had been deemed of prime impor- 
tance from the first. This was to win not only 
the good-will but the pledged aid of the neigh- 
boring Indians. To this end the commandant 
had bent all his efforts since the first timber 
of Fort Ribaut had been laid. It was no 
wonder, then, that his heart was gladdened 
by the thought of the coming Indian council. 



CHAPTER III 

COMBEB, LIEUTENANT OP SAN-U-TEB 

Promptly the Indians arrived in front of 
the fort. They presented a striking appear- 
ance. As evidence of their peaceful mission 
the warriors were not in war dress, but in full 
hunting costume. Their bows were unstrung ; 
the barbs of the arrows removed ; knives and 
spears had been left at their temporary camp. 

Their chief warrior walked at their head. 
He was magnificently arrayed in a robe made 
of the white feathers of crane and gull and 
resplendent with shining beadwork. Above 
him was borne, as a canopy, the king's stand- 
ard, its edges ornamented with a fringe of 
laurel and cedar. 

Squaws were there, too, and to Louise's de- 
light, many half-nude babies, their tawny 
skins gleaming through the rifts in the blank- 
ets as they were borne on their mothers' backs. 

The Indians were received between the 
outer gates and the great double-barred, iron- 
i»tudded doors that guarded the main entrance 
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to the fort The gates were left wide open, 
but all through the conference the doors were 
partly closed, while in front of them soldiers 
in armor paced back and forth. 

" You may come with me, daughter," said 
Monsieur La Pierre to Louise, '^ and you also, 
Mademoiselle," with a courteous inclination 
of the head toward Marie Challeux, who for 
some moments had been keeping fast hold of 
Louise's arm. 

She was a brusque, somewhat hoidenish 
girl, whom the hardships and trying experi- 
ences of the life in the wilderness had not 
subdued. Her adoration of Louise was un- 
mistakable, but somehow, the latter did not 
feel free and easy with Marie. " She does not 
give me a comfortable feeling," as Louise was 
wont to express it. For Marie was not only 
hot-headed and outspoken, but she was of a 
very jealous temperament, and Louise had a 
dearer friend. 

Both young girls followed the commandant, 
who, with Monsieur Gaillard and others of 
his trusted soldiers, now advanced to meet 
the Indians. Other women and girls began 
to join them. 

*' See I " said Marie suddenly, and pointing 
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to the bedecked warrior, "isn't that Com- 
bee?" 

" Yes," replied Louise, and looked at the ap- 
proaching chief warrior steadily for a moment. 

He chanced to shift his eyes at the same 
time, and his own glance in turn rested on 
Louise's face. He kept it there for so long a 
space it annoyed Louise, and Marie noticed it. 

" How strangely he is looking at you 1 " she 
exclaimed. " What can he see to attract him 
so?" 

" I am sure I don't know," returned Louise. 

Annoyance was in her voice as well as in 
her face. 

" If I were you I would frown at him and 
show my displeasure. He has no business to 
be staring in that way." 

" Oh, he is only a poor, untaught Indian, 
and I cannot be rude with him. He knows 
no better." 

Though she spoke this excuse for him, still 
the annoyed feeling was in her heart. It took 
another form shortly, as Combee continued to 
direct his gaze toward her from time to time. 
She felt a strange nervousness now, and turned 
to engage herself with the Indian women and 
babies so as to forget it. 
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Combee had been to the fort several times. 
He had shown a friendly disposition toward 
its inhabitants from the moment he had dis- 
covered their retreat. He had come bringing 
venison, fish and basket work. Some had 
been presents, others had been used as articles 
of barter. He had not only shown his own 
friendship, but he had brought others of his 
people who had also declared theirs. Thus 
he had seen Louise, Marie and others of the 
young girls and women. The intentness of 
his gaze on this occasion could not therefore 
arise from newly-awakened curiosity. 

A friendly greeting was given the Indians. 
While the women and children were drawn 
aside and left to the care of the women and 
children of the fort, the warriors sat down in 
a circle about a fire that had been kindled. 
Tobacco was produced and the great pipe 
passed from lip to lip. White warriors and 
red warriors alike sat in grave silence for 
many minutes. Then Ma-lat-chee, orator of 
the tribe, arose to make his speech. 

They had come, he declared, on an errand 
of peace. They sought the good-will of their 
white brothers. The chain of friendship 
linked together that day would never be 
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broken. San-u-tee, king of the Huspahs, was 
a man of might and valor, but the King of 
the white man, they had heard, was a greater 
still. He was the sun, while San-u-tee wias 
but the moon. Hence he should be their 
father, and San-u-tee as a brother to the white 
men. 

"This is our way of talking," continued 
Ma-lat-chee, '' which is the same to us as the 
letters in the book. We do that here to-day 
which shall be preserved in memory from 
generation to generation." 

He then handed to the commandant a piece 
of rope, requesting him to take hold of one 
end of it, while he, Ma-lat-chee, retained the 
other. Then each pulled hard upon the rope, 
but not a strand parted. 

" As the rope cannot be broken," said Ma- 
lat-chee, " so, too, will the chain of our friend- 
ship endure. And we will tell to our chil- 
dren and to our children's children what has 
taken place here this day, so that they, too, 
may keep this bond unbroken." 

He then detached the belt that he wore, 
and, holding it toward Captain La Pierre, 
concluded : 

"This is the seal of our friendship. In 
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war we will h% ont with you. From this day 
your enemieB are our enemies, your friends 
oxir friends." 

Captain La Pierre replied to the speech of 
Ma-lat-chee. He declared that this action on 
the part of their red brothers had made their 
hearts rejoice. He would accept the belt, the 
seal of their friendship, nay, he hoped to 
prove to King San-u-tee, to Ma-lat-chee, to 
Combee, and to the other warriors that their 
trust had been well reposed. He and his 
would keep the faith with their Huspah allies 
so long as life endured. He welcomed them 
to the fort. Soon would be set before them 
the best that their white brothers had to give. 
They had come far. They must feast ere they 
returned. So, too, must their women and 
children. 

It was now Combee's turn to speak. He 
had much to say. It was not the first time, 
he declared, that he and his people had 
pledged faithfulness to the white subjects of 
the King whose home was in the land where 
the sun rose. Other warriors had come from 
there. One fair of face and gifted with gen- 
tleness had led them. Over these warriors 
waved the same flag that now floated from 
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the battlements of the fort. They had come 
with open palms, with swords sheathed, and 
hearts that knew naught of crooked dealings. 
Their tongues spoke straight and truth was in 
their eyes. No one of these warriors had 
done aught of harm to San-u-tee's people. 
As friends they met, and as friends they 
parted. As proof of the lasting friendship 
with which their Indian allies would be re- 
garded, a pillar of stone had been taken from 
one of the ships and set up at the very spot 
where the compact of friendship had been 
formed. This stone San-u-tee's people had 
ever since kept garlanded with flowers. 

" Listen 1 " cried Captain La Pierre to Mon- 
sieur Gaillard. " What is he saying? What 
is this of which he speaks ? " 

There was a glow in his eyes as he turned 
them upon his comrade. Even now in his 
heart he knew the answer. 

Monsieur Gaillard's eyes responded to the 
glow ; his lips spoke the words Captain La 
Pierre felt burning upon his heart. 

'' The pillar of Jean Ribaut I " he exclaimed. 
'* How oft have I heard him tell of it and of 
the engaging friendliness of these Indians. 
Surely now may we trust them." 
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But the captain paid no attention to this 
last sentence, for his mind dwelt wholly upon 
the first. 

" The pillar of Jean Ribaut ! " he repeated, 
" set up in the name of the King and of lib- 
erty. So long as it remains, the emblem of 
our country's claim to this territory of New 
France, let us, as loyal Frenchmen, hold it, 
not only for ourselves, but for our sovereign." 

" Amen ! " cried Monsieur Gaillard, and 
with unmistakable fervor. 

"We will die rather than yield to this 
tyrant of Spain that which is not his. We 
will give our lives before we will our country's 
honor." 

"That will we!" declared Monsieur Gail- 
lard, his eyes flaming. 

" Yea, yea, comrades ! " added Monsieur La 
Chere, who had overheard the conversation. 
" We'll give our lives gladly for our country's 
weal. This pillar of Jean Ribaut shall be to 
us a sacred inspiration. Though he be dead, 
yet his spirit speaketh to us." 

" We had before but the one absorbing de- 
sire to preserve our lives and those of the ones 
dear to us," continued Captain La Pierre, 
" But now we'll fight from a higher motive, 
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because of a nobler purpose. Monsieur La 
Chere has well spoken. The spirit of our mar- 
tyred Ribaut shall enter and possess us. We'll 
yield no inch of this which we have gained to 
these minions of Spain. For the honor and 
glory of New France we'll hold not even life 
dear ! Our blood shall be spilled as the water 
runneth to the sea ! " 

" Aye, aye, Renot ! " responded Monsieur 
Gaillard. 

"What is it, my father, that so arouses 
you?" 

It was Louise who spoke. 

She had approached, and, grasping his 
hand, was looking with wistful gaze into his 
eyes. 

" We were speaking of the pillar set up by 
Jean Ribaut, my Louie, when first he came 
with our countrymen to this strange, wild 
land. It was an emblem of his hopes, of his 
fond dreams of the future of New France. 
Alas I that all should have perished so miser- 
ably, that he, too, should fill an unknown 
grave beside its inhospitable shores. 

" The Indian, Combee, has been telling us," 
he continued, '' that he has seen the pillar, 
that it is within San-u-tee's territory." 
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" Then it cannot be so far away," said Louise 
suddenly. 

" Only two days' journey, white maiden," 
quickly spoke Combee, and again his gaze was 
riveted upon her. 

" Why has he not told this before? " asked 
Monsieur La Chere, with a quick glance at 
Combee. "He has come often to the fort. 
He has mingled with us as brother with 
brother. He has told us much ; he has pro- 
fessed more. Why, then, reserve this dis- 
closure of so much import to us, the meeting 
with our countrymen, the setting up of ^ the 
pillar?" 

Combee lifted his eyes to meet those of 
Monsieur La Chere. He evidently intended 
to bestow upon him one of those bold, free 
glances he knew so well how to give. But in 
a second or so Combee's glance dropped. He 
could not meet the fire of Monsieur La Chere's 
searching gaze. He murmured something 
about the times being so far away the memory 
of it had grown dim until circumstances of 
late had renewed the picture upon his mind. 
He did not say what these circumstances 
were. 

In fact, Combee had but recently heard the 
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story of the setting up of Ribaut's pillar, 
though he had seen it more than once. He 
was giving his information second-hand and 
for a purpose of his own. He had had it from 
one who was present on the memorable occa- 
sion of Ribaut's meeting with the Indians. 
Combee had also deceived with reference to 
the tribe of Indians. They were not San-u- 
tee's people, though closely allied to him. 
The truth was that this lieutenant of San-u- 
tee was a master hand at diplomacy, far out- 
rivaling the king. As with other diplomats 
before and since his time, all weapons were 
considered legitimate. 

Combee had even greater news to tell, he 
declared, his self-possession returning under 
the spur of the disclosure he had to make. 
There had that occurred which had brought 
vengeance upon the slayers of La Caroline. 
One had come out of the East with many 
ships and great troops of men. He had fallen 
upon the Spanish fort, slaying its inmates al- 
most to a man. He had placed an inscription 
which said that he had done this because of 
the massacre of his countrymen at La Caro- 
line. 

" What ? " cried Captain La Pierre, his face 
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flaming suddenly with a rush of emotion, his 
heart beginning to beat tumultuously because 
of the possibility of what these words might 
mean. "Can it be that San Augustin haa 
fallen ? that our enemies are slain and all our 
troubles at an end ? " 

" God grant that it may be so I" ejaculated 
Monsieur Gaillard fervently. 

The Monsieur's piety was unquestioned, yet 
it is no wonder that his excess of thankfulness 
betrayed him into this expression. 

But how false were these hopes they learned 
in a few moments. The fort referred to was 
that of San Mateo, their own old fort La Car- 
oline, which the Spaniards had remodeled and 
renamed. It was only a garrison sent from 
San Augustin that had perished. The Span- 
iards still swarmed at San Augustin and 
throughout the country. But it was some com- 
fort to know that the massacre of Fort Caro- 
line had been avenged, and by one of their 
countrymen, the Dominique de Gourgues, 
simple gentleman of France, but a soldier 
through every fibre. Though this event had 
happened nearly four years before, still the in- 
mates of Fort Ribaut had just heard of it, 
which shows how complete was their isolation. 
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Throughout the stay of the Indians Combee 
tried by every means in his power to engratiate 
himself with the inmates of the fort, and it 
was a matter of delight to him when he re- 
alized that he had succeeded. Even Louise 
forgot the annoyance his steady glance had 
caused her at first, and accepted graciously 
the beautifully fringed and beaded buckskin 
pouch he bestowed upon her. 



CHAPTER IV 

A YOUNG SOLDIER OF FRANCE 

There was a stairway leading from the 
main hall which gave access to the upper 
portion of the fort. At its head there was a 
landing, and from this landing narrow pas- 
sages led to the rooms on three sides. Near 
the centre of the passage to the left was a 
door set high in the wall and reached by a 
ladder. 

This door was usually open. The patch of 
blue framed within it was plainly visible from 
the hall below. Now and then the form of a 
soldier doing guard duty on the walls could 
be seen as he passed to and fro on his beat. 

On the evening of the conference with the 
Huspahs, so soon as the speech-making was 
over, Louise had returned to the great hall 
with the rest of the women and girls. Marie 
had declared that she must go at once and tell 
Madame Tessier, who was laid up with a cold 
in the head, what had transpired. Madame 
would be all agog with curiosity until she had 
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the scenes enacted at the conference rehearsed 
to her. 

" Come with me," urged Marie. " It will 
be such fun to watch Madame's gestures and 
the rolling of her eyes when we strive to 
repeat to her the grand flights of that Huspah 
orator." 

" I cannot now," said Louise. " Do excuse 
me, Marie." 

She tried to speak gently, but she was afraid 
Marie would be offended. It was so easy for 
her to be thus. 

There was one to whom Louise herself desired 
to go with an account of the Indian conference, 
but she dared not say so, lest Marie propose 
to accompany her, ruthlessly abandoning 
Madame. 

" I might have known you wouldn't come 
with me ! " exclaimed Marie. " I dare say 
you have plans of your own," and with an 
ugly frown she took herself off. 

Louise heaved a sigh, deep from her heart. 
It was so unpleasant to have Marie act this way. 

Perhaps Louise in the intense desire to pro- 
ceed alone on her errand had been a little 
curt to Marie, though such had been the 
furthest from her intentions. Apart from 
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the wish not to wound was the remembrance 
of what it meant to anger Marie. It was 
selfish of Louise, no doubt, but she did not 
care to have Marie present during those hours 
with Jacqueline Charnissot, or "Jock," as 
Louise delighted to call her — in the little 
walled room under the west turret. They 
were all too precious to be shared with an- 
other, if it could be avoided. But sometimes 
it could not be avoided, as she recalled. So 
many times Marie had broken in rudely upon 
these tender confidences. It gave Louise a 
twinge of pity to see how little she realized 
that she was intruding. 

Yes, Louise was longing with all her heart 
to get to Jacqueline, She, too, had a story to 
tell of the gay scenes that had just transpired, 
to one who could not mingle in them. For 
Jacqueline was a cripple. Unless her brother's 
arms, or other kind, strong ones carried her 
down to the hall for a social hour with those 
assembled there, or bore her upward to the 
walls for the breath of sunlight in which her 
soul reveled, there was only the confines of 
that little walled room for Jacqueline, How 
tired she grew of it sometimes, despite the sun- 
light she kept there for herself I 
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Yes, Jacqueline must heax of the Indian 
conference, and so soon as Louise could tell 
her. She must have heard the sounds from 
her room, and have wondered greatly as to 
what they meant, unless Antoine had informed 
her. But Antoine was doing guard duty on 
the walls, Louise knew, and had been since the 
arrival of the Indians. 

The nearer way to reach Jacqueline's room 
was to climb the ladder and pass out through 
the opening above. 

She had gained the wall when a cheery 
voice greeted her. 

The speaker was Antoine Charnissot, and 
he gave her a soldier's greeting, as all the men 
about the fort did, when they came face to 
face with their little lady. 

No finer young soldier ever bore arms for 
his King than Antoine Charnissot. Though 
he had but just reached his twentieth year, 
yet he stood full six feet in his cavalier boots. 
He had not only the build but the air of a 
soldier. He was, too, a fine specimen of 
young manhood to look upon. His face was 
freshly shaven, his blue eyes had a flash like 
the eagle's, yet they could melt with tender- 
ness. His entire appearance was suggestive of 
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a scrupulous care of the person wholesome to 
see. While the tan of the sun was on his 
cheeks, yet the brow against which the dark 
locks of hair lay was almost as white as 
Louise's. 

He had removed his hat at Louise's appear- 
ance, and now stood shading himself and her 
with it from the rays of the sun. 

"So the conference is over, is it not?" he 
asked. " Were there not many novel scenes 
to greet the eye ? " 

" Indeed so. I wish you could have been 
there, Antoine. All the warriors were in 
their best array. The women, too, glistened 
with beads, and there were strings of pearls 
around their arms and necks. I heard Mon- 
sieur Challeux declare that there were more 
than enough of those pearls on men and 
women to double, yea, treble, the revenues of 
our King." 

" Well, Monsieur Challeux had better not 
let his covetousness lead him into any indis- 
cretion," declared Antoine with a peculiar 
intonation, " or the whole fort may suflTer for 
it. That is where so many of the Europeans 
who have come into these regions have made 
their fatal error. No wonder the Indians so 
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often show distrust of white faces ! When 
we recall the barbarities that have been 
practiced upon them, the cruel injustices 
done them, that man's greed for wealth 
might be sated, we wonder at the trust they 
give us." 

The young man spoke with much force, 
and his face was flushed with feeling. 

" But we have given them only kind treat- 
ment," declared Louise. " As you well know, 
my father will not have it otherwise." 

She looked at him reproachfully now ; then 
added warmly, 

" We are not here to enrich ourselves at the 
expense of the Indians. We want nothing of 
theirs save such as we obtain through just 
and honest exchange. My father would 
never permit any other mode of proceeding." 

There was a proud flash of the eyes as the 
words were spoken. 

He smiled down upon her. 

"There is no need of such warm words 
from thee, Louie, for all know that your 
father, he who so nobly commands Fort 
Ribaut, is a gentleman as well as a soldier. 
But there are those within the fort— even, the 
very men he commands, who have made vow 
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to be loyal and upright, to preserve the in- 
terests of the garrison at all hazards — ^yet 
these men have been guilty of such deeds as 
are bound sooner or later to bring reproach 
upon us all — mayhap disaster." 

" You astonish me 1 "cried Louise. " Surely 
my father knows naught of these things." 

" Yes, he knows of them, at least of some 
of them, yet what can he do ? He dares not 
drive away these wrong-doers, and thus 
weaken the garrison, for every man is needed 
now, be he sinner or saint. 

" It was with the hope of undoing some of 
the mischief of these unworthy ones," con- 
tinued Antoine, 'Hhat your father gave all 
his energies to the endeavor to draw the 
Indians hither for this conference." 

" I know that my father desires the friend- 
ship of these Indians because of the danger to 
be apprehended from the Spaniards," said 
Louise, " but I did not know that he sought to 
bring them here so that he might make 
amends as best he could for the wrong-doing 
of the others." 

" Yes, I am sure that was his chief desire 
in bringing the Indians here," replied 
Antoine. '^ He wants to show them that the 
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men and women of this fort in general are 
not mercenary ; that they have other need of 
the Indian than to make use of him to serve 
their greed." 

" Oh, I do hope he will so convince them ! " 
exclaimed Louise. Then as her eyes caught a 
deeper glow, she concluded, " I am sure that 
he will." 

" Let us hope so with all our hearts. But 
there are even graver matters," said Antoine 
suddenly, and now he did not look at her. 
"You are brave, and I must tell you. 
Couriers have just come from the south, and 
they bring ill news. Menendez and his 
followers are not many miles away, and, from 
indications, it is feared they have knowledge 
of our retreat." 

Louise clasped her hands quickly together, 
then, her voice trembling, she exclaimed : 

" This is fearful I But may not the couriers 
have been mistaken ? " she added after a mo- 
ment, ready to clutch at any straw of hope 
that presented itself. 

" There can be no mistake, I fear," replied An- 
toine, his own voice unsteady. " The couriers 
who are intelligent and trusted Indians, are pos- 
itive that they saw men of Menendez's band." 
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" But perhaps the part that they have 
knowledge of our retreat is not true." 

" That part is not so positive as the other," 
he admitted, desiring with all his heart to 
give her what comfort he could. 

He looked away from her again. Then, as 
his eyes returned to her face they were glow- 
ing with a light that thrilled her. 

" Do not fear I Even should these wretches 
come we will vanquish them. Our fort is 
strong, our men well-drilled, our commandant 
every inch a soldier, God bless him I So will 
we fight to the death for our King, for our 
country, for ourselves, for our women, for 
thee, Louie! There will be many swords 
to defend thee, but one that will never be 
sheathed while the arm that wields it has 
power of life." 

At the moment that he spoke he drew the 
gleaming blade from its scabbard and held it 
with arm extended above her. There was no 
mistaking his meaning. Her gaze drooped 
beneath his. 

" I believe you," she said at length. " There 
is none who, even through malice, could call 
Antoine Chamissot a braggart I " 

" If they come," he cried, his good sword 
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still outstretched, " we shall be ready for them. 
Wretches ! they deserve no quarter from us." 

" But you will be merciful to the helpless," 
she plead. 

" Mercy ! " he repeated, and now his eyes 
flamed as the sword fell with a clang to his 
side. "What mercy should go from us to 
them? Who that remembers La Caroline 
could have aught of mercy for these fiends ? 
If I could but blot those pictures from my 
memory! But I cannot! I see, as though 
it were only yesterday, the ghastly, upturned 
face of my uncle, he who was as dear to 
me as a father could be. They struck 
him down as he sought to defend an aged one 
from their sword thrusts. There, too, lay 
sister, brother, cousins, all dead ! Oh, how 
horrible it was I I hear again the piercing 
cries of helpless little ones who fled at the 
point of the sword or spear only to be run 
through as fowls are spitted, the moment they 
were overtaken." 

He paused, overcome by an emotion too 
deep for utterance. Then, as his eyes, a mo* 
ment later, swept over her apparel, he added 
abruptly : 

" I see that you wear not the scarlet token. 
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But I might have known it 1 Far too tender 
is your heart to sanction such as this. Yet I 
had hoped," he continued hesitatingly, " that 
for your father's sake, at least, you would steel 
yourself to the wearing of this emblem. 
After all, it could never mean for you the 
reality, but merely the sentiment." 

"How little you know," she replied ear- 
nestly. " The fortunes of war may yet bring 
it to my woman's lot to have at my mercy one 
of these wretched creatures sorely wounded or 
sick and helpless. Think you then my hand 
could deal the blow that crushed out his few 
poor sparks of life ? Never 1 never ! " 

"But for thy father's sake," again plead 
Antoine. 

She made passionate gesture to stay the 
words. 

" Speak not of my father in connection with 
this!" she implored. "Oh, make me not 
more miserable than I am 1 Only this morn- 
ing he brought the scarlet cord to me. He 
entreated, coaxed, besought me to accept it 
Then, waxing wroth at what he called my 
obstinacy, he declared I was no longer daugh- 
ter of his if I did not wear it. But strength 
was given me still to hold out against him ; 
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to place above my love, my devotion, this con- 
viction which I feel, I know is right in God's 
sight. Even for my father I cannot go against 
my heart, my conscience by taking vow so 
terrible." 

She paused. Then in a voice that trembled 
with the weight of the emotion that surged 
like a great wave at her heart, she added, 

" Even though the whole world were against 
me, yet would I not yield ! " 

''Thou art a brave girl," he said gently. 
"The God above guide thee aright." 

He was turning away, but paused to ask, 
as though sudden thought had come to 
him, 

" Was Combee with the Indians who came ? " 

" Yes," replied Louise, " he was in command 
of them." 

" I like not the Huspah," declared Antoine. 

" To which one do you refer, the chief or 
Combee?" 

"Combee. There is that about him I do 
not trust." 

"You surprise me. Both my father and 
Monsieur Gaillard regard him highly. They 
have sent him on more than one important 
mission. It is the chief they do not trust." 
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" And I, contrary as it may seem, like the 
chief, but do not trust Combee." 

" That is strange ! " exclaimed Louise. " I 
believe all the others think well of him." 

" No, there is one other than myself who 
does not." 

" Who can that be, Antoine ? " 

" Monsieur Ren6 La Chere. He likes not 
the Huspah, neither trusts him." 

" Have you cause to so regard him ? " 

He did not answer at once. He seemed to 
be debating a point. 

" I know not if I may call it cause, but all 
the same our distrust of the Huspah is 
mutual." 

" Do you think we have danger to fear from 
any of these Indians ? " asked Louise suddenly. 

" I cannot tell, but I fear me that we may. 
While some, I am sure, are to be trusted and 
will keep faithfully the pledge of friendship, 
others again will be but too ready to betray. 
However, the most of them seem to be a 
simple, well-meaning race, and so far, I must 
admit, I have seen only one whom I really 
distrust, and that is Combee." 

" But he is the loudest in his protestations." 

" So much the worse. 1 trust not such big- 
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voiced promises. These plainly appear to me 
as overdone." 

''He has made my father many pledges 
as to the help the Indians will give us 
should our enemies appear. He has declared 
that he speaks for the great chief of the Hus- 
pahs himself" 

" No doubt he does. I have said to you 
that I have faith in San-u-tee, but not in 
Combee. I like the old chief, but not his 
young lieutenant. The one, apart from his 
sturdy character and the integrity I believe is 
his, has naught of use for the Spaniard. In- 
deed he hates him, and certainly he has cause. 
The other, though he may not himself love 
the Spaniard, yet there is that connected 
with him he doth adore, and that is the 
Spaniard's gold. The gleam of it could tempt 
Combee to many thinks — easily to betrayal 
of us." 

" Think you the Spaniards are really near 
tons?" 

" There are rumors, as I have told you." 

" Oh, why does not our King send succor ? " 
cried Louise, raising her hands with suppliant 
gesture as though the King himself were there 
and she besought him. 
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"Because there is stronger will than our 
King's own, and that will is against us." 

" You mean that of the Queen Mother ? " 

"Yea, verily. Catherine de Medicis for- 
gets that we are Frenchmen, and remembers 
only that we are Protestants. The King fears 
her, as does every one else, for that matter. 
All too plain is it that we must shift for our- 
selves, since our country has indeed cast us off. 
Only the great Coligni is there to care, and he, 
alas I is now well-nigh powerless. 

" But," he added passionately, as he threw 
his head upward, while his eyes flashed and 
his hand sought again the hilt of his sword, 
" if the worst comes and we must die here in 
this wilderness, we will at least sell our lives 
as dearly as possible, and show not only 
France, but the world how Frenchmen can 
die!" 



CHAPTER V 



" SWEET JACQUELINE " 



Though not a very large structure Fort 
Ribaut was strongly and compactly built. It 
was formed of heavy pine timbers jointed to- 
gether and covered by a thick cement com- 
posed of powdered shells and water which had 
hardened like mortar. 

It was built in a square, with a bastion at 
each angle, from which cannon pointed forth. 
These guns, together with one of a larger cali- 
bre, had been secured from the wreckage of 
the ships that had washed ashore two miles or 
80 below the fort. They were Spanish guns, 
and were supposed, as has been stated, to have 
belonged to the fleet of Menendez himself 
For news had come to the fort, soon after the 
finding of the cannon, of the loss, during a 
storm, of nearly one half of the fleet of the 
Spanish captain. 

Over the main gateway rose a round tower, 
the flag of France floating from its summit. It 
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was here that the commandant had his quar* 
ters. 

The apartment beneath the southeast bas- 
tion was occupied by Monsieur Nicholas Gail- 
lard and a corps of subordinates, that on the 
southwest inhabited by Monsieur Ren6 Le 
Chere and companions, while young Antoine 
Charnissot and his sister had apartments ad- 
joining this southwest bastion. 

There was a small flight of steps leading 
downward from the ramparts to a narrow 
passageway, and beyond this was Jacqueline's 
room. She had begged to be given this little 
apartment almost under the frowning cannon, 
so that she might be near to her brother. As 
the guns had so far kept only peaceful vigils, 
Jacqueline had found her little room very 
sweet and quiet. She knew that, in the event 
of an attack, Antoine would very quickly bear 
her to one of the apartments off the main cor- 
ridors, where most of the women and girls of 
the fort were housed. But until this time 
came, Jacqueline preferred her own little nest, 
sweet and cozy as a dove's within, though 
there were bristling cannon without. Many 
happy days had she spent here, despite the 
danger that menaced and the hardships by 
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which the sturdy garrison was surrounded. 
They were happy, too, even with the pain 
that so often seized her delicate frame. For 
Jacqueline was a sufferer from spinal trouble. 
Her back had been injured that awful day of 
the Fort Caroline massacre. She had been 
trampled on and left for dead. Sister, brother, 
uncle, cousins all lay around her with life ex- 
tinct. But the devoted Antoine had found 
Jacqueline, and the warmth of her body put- 
ting hope in his heart, he had, with the aid of 
a friendly Indian, borne her to a place of 
sjafety. Thence they had escaped with the 
small band that succeeded in eluding Menen- 
dez and in making its way through the 
wilderness. 

In referring to Jacqueline nearly every one 
said, " poor girl I " It came so natural to do 
it. Pitying glances, too, were usually cast in 
her direction. She was so helpless physically 
and she suffered such torturing pain. But 
Jacqueline herself would never have admitted 
that she was poor. Had the matter been 
referred to her, she would have declared with 
sweet and serious eyes, that she was one of the 
richest of God's creatures. " My sweet Jac- 
queline I'' This was what her brother and 
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Louise 80 often called her, and, without a 
single atom of conceit so far as the adjective 
was concerned, Jacqueline loved best of all this 
term of endearment. It was doubtless more 
the caressing tone of each voice that stirred 
her heart than the words. Both brother and 
friend were dear to her, dearer than any others 
in all the world. 

" Busy, Jock ? " were Louise's greeting words 
as she put her head through the partly opened 
door. 

" Oh, it is you, Louie ? Come in, dear. I 
was wondering where you were, and what you 
were doing. Yes, I am busy. A scarf for 
Antoine ; but you know I am never too busy 
to lay anything down for you." 

Eyes eloquent with meaning said even more 
than the words. 

" I'll not require that this time," declared 
Louise gaily. " I have come to entertain you, 
and you can work while I talk." 

She was in the room by this time, and, 
bending above Jacqueline, kissed her fondly 
on the cheek. 

Then she sank to her accustomed place on 
the little settle at Jacqueline's feet. 

^' You look tired, dear," said Jacqueline, 
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and began to move her fingers caressingly 
through the dark hair. 

'' That I am, Jock dear. The Indians are 
here, you know, and the conference has just 
been held. Father and Monsieur Gaillard 
begged Marie and myself and others of the 
women and girls to do all we could to enter- 
tain the Indian women and children. Oh, 
such sights as I've seen, Jock I " and forth- 
with she launched into vivacious description 
of Indian women, blinking, bead-bespangled 
babies, feathered warriors, soaring orators and 
aU. 

Jacqueline gave her close atto^ntion, her 
sweet face growing more and more animated, 
her blue eyes kindling with delight. It was 
such pleasure to have these outside scenes de- 
scribed by one with Louise's fine gifts of speech. 

" I do wish, my sweet Jacqueline," Louise 
concluded, " that you, too, could have been 
there." 

" Yes, dear, I wish that I could, but Antoine 
could not arrange just at that time to carry 
me, and " 

" Oh 1 " cried Louise suddenly, with both 
displeasure and indignation for herself in her 
tone, " why did I not know ? why did I not at 
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least think of this and make some arrange- 
ment for you ? What must you think of me, 
my Jacqueline, when I have talked so much 
of my love for you, made such protestations, 
and then to do so little ! '' 

There were tears in her eyes as her face was 
uplifted to the tender one bending toward her 
with a beseeching look. 

" Louie," said Jacqueline, " why do you 
talk in this way ? Why blame yourself so ? 
Don't dear. I entreat you. You were not ex- 
pected to think of anything like this when 
there was Antoine." 

" I missed you, oh, so much, my Jacqueline. 
I wondered why you were not there, and I be- 
lieved it was because Antoine thought it best 
you should not. I really did." 

" And it was best," declared Jacqueline. " 1 
perhaps would only have been " 

She was going to say " in the way," but a 
glance into the eyes still wistfully regarding 
her restrained her, and she added instead, 

" I perhaps would only have grown tired. 
It was very long and trying, was it not ? " 

" Yes, or that is it would have proven so if 
everything had not been so novel. Perhaps 
you would have grown tired, Jock, dear, but all 
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the same I wish you had been there. Oh, I 
can't help but feel so mean because I did 
not think about you in time, my sweet Jac- 
queline." 

"That will do, Louie. You have abused 
my dear girl enough. I will not hear any 
more. How do you know that I would have 
enjoyed it at all ? The Indians might have 
pressed too closely about me, and I might have 
grown nervous and alarmed. This would have 
done me only harm. There I hand me my 
mandolin. I have a new song for you. If, 
after I have sung it, I do not see your brow 
as clear as that vista of sky without, I shall 
feel disappointed indeed. In truth, I desire 
not only cleared brow, but smiling lips." 

Louise reached for the mandolin as requested. 
Already her brow had begun to clear under 
the magic of Jacqueline's sunny eyes. There 
might be clouds of pain about that frail body, 
but always the sunlight shone from the blue 
eyes. They were like wells of light where 
radiant waters quivered and glowed. 

Jacqueline hugged the small instrument 
against her, and, taking the gleaming ivory 
disc between supple fingers, soon drew tin- 
kling music from its strings. 
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It was a gay little French ballad that she 
sang, bright and catching, yet tender and 
sweet, and soon the smiles were rippling over 
Louise's lips. 

" What a gloom-dispeller you are, my Jac- 
queline," she cried as the music ceased. 
" Not such songs as that would one who did 
not know you as I do expect from you." 

" What would that one expect? " asked Jac- 
queline briskly, and with an air of banter that 
became her well and added to the spirited con- 
tour of the glowing mouth. 

"Oh, you know what I mean! They 
would expect only that which is sad and 
doleful." 

" Because rivers of pain flow through one's 
body that is no reason why they should give 
forth only fountains of dolefulness to deluge 
others. My dear, my dear, you know not 
what it is to look forth upon the rest of the 
world from lot such as mine, and I pray God 
fervently you never may. But should the 
time of chastisement come for you as it has 
for me, I could beseech God for no greater 
blessing for you than the knowledge of how to 
get back the sunlight by bestowing it upon 
others." 
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" My sweet Jacqueline, I could never leam 
such patience and sweetness in the midst of 
pain as you have learned. I should be noth- 
ing but a miserable complainer, a source of 
disgust to myself, a trial to others." 

''Speak not so," entreated Jacqueline. 
" You must not wrong yourself thus. I can- 
not let you be so unjust to one whom I know 
could be naught of what you say." 

She drew Louise's face upward and kissed 
her. 

" It was a cheering countenance you brought 
to me this afternoon, my Louie," she con- 
tinued. "Your face fairly shone as you 
greeted me from the doorway. Sunshine 
was there in plenty, yea, for many, and to 
spare." 

" Yet it is with a heavy heart that I come to 
thee," admitted Louise. 

Jacqueline glanced at her swiftly, and in- 
credulity was in her voice as she exclaimed : 

" A heavy heart I and your face aglow like 
that? Now, indeed, have you given falsehood 
to your own words. My Louie is not a miser- 
able complainer, as she unjustly asserts, but a 
sunshine-bearer, as her own conduct doth 
eloquently prove. 
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" But tell me," she added hastily, her face 
full of a deep concern now, " what is it that 
has fallen with such heaviness upon your 
heart?" 

" It is that which doth come to me through 
my father," said Louise. " His heart is grieved, 
yea, angry that I have opposed him in that 
which he did request of me." 

" You have set your will against that of 
your father ? Oh, Louie I " 

" Nay, chide me not until you have learned 
the nature of that which he required of me. 
It was that I wear the scarlet token," she added, 
and in a voice that was now so low and 
tremulous Jacqueline barely caught the words. 

" The scarlet token ? " repeated Jacqueline. 
" I do not understand you, dear. You will 
have to make it clearer to me." 

A sudden cry of dismay escaped Louise. 
Too late she saw what she had done. Jacque- 
line did not know of the tiny badge of scarlet 
and the pledge that went with its wearing, or if 
she had seen the cord of red upon her brother's 
breast, she knew naught of its significance. 
In mercy Antoine had kept it from her, for 
well he understood how harrowing such a re- 
cital would be to this tender heart I 
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" Oh, Jacqueline I " cried Louise, " what have 
I done? I see plainly I ought not to have 
told you. 'Tis a dreadful thing, and I should 
have remembered that such stories are not to 
be rehearsed to you." 

'* There you are mistaken, Louie," declared 
Jacqueline, and with some warmth, " I am not 
a baby, neither am I a weakling." 

" Oh, but Antoine does not like to have 
such things told you. I know he does not. I 
ought to have seen this myself without blun- 
dering. But," added Louise, with sudden con- 
viction, "I am sure you would have been 
obliged to know it in time. Nothing could 
have kept you from it, especially when you 
were down in the hall with the others. 
Every woman and girl in the fort is talking 
about it." 

" Tell me quickly what you mean, Louie." 

Seeing that anticipation would be far worse 
for Jacqueline than knowledge, Louise hastened 
to relate to her the story of the scarlet pledge. 

** It is indeed dreadful I " exclaimed Jacque- 
line. 

She was shocked, overcome by the nature 
of the awful oath taken by the Fort Ribaut 
garrison, by women as well as men. 
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" It is no wonder you could not bind your- 
self by that awful vow," she continued, with 
her arms about Louise. " To slay even the 
helpless, to spare no life, even though it were 
already ebbing I Dear, I think the wrongs 
of our people, the cruelties they have suflfered 
have turned their own hearts to stone." 

" But my father 1 " said Louise. " Oh, Jac- 
queline, my father I How am I to do as he 
desires ? Yet how can I disobey him ? " 

" Surely when he thinks better of this he will 
not force thee to it, dear. Yea, assuredly when 
he sees the pain he gives to thee he will not 
press thee to the taking of this dreadful oath 
against which all thy woman's heart doth cry 
out." 

" Oh, Jacqueline, there is that I must ask 
of thee because my father will not " 

" I trust I am not bringing myself where I 
am not wanted," cried a high-pitched voice at 
that moment, which caused both girls to start 
visibly. 

" I was sure I would find you here, Louie," 
Marie continued, as she came within the room. 
" Now I know why you would not go with 
me to Madame Tessier I I might have known 
you were waiting to give me the slip so as to 
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come to Jacqueline. It seems that you two 
are forever together 1 " 

This was said peevishly, as Marie flung her- 
self on the floor near to Louise, and leaned her 
head against her. 

In the meantime, Louise had drawn away 
from Jacqueline, and there was an embarrassed 
silence following Marie's words. But Marie 
herself did not note it. She began again 
directly, her voice still high-pitched, the sen- 
tences following fast upon each other. 

" But I dare say you wouldn't have had the 
fine time I predicted with Madame. For the 
cold in her head has gotten worse, and she 
was not at all cheerful. She did not even 
smile at some of the things I told her. I did 
not stay long, as you see." 

"I am sorry you were disappointed," said 
Louise. 

She said these words, because at that 
moment she did not know what else to say. 
Truth to tell, she was embarrassed by Marie's 
inopportune appearance and not very amiable 
over it. 

" I guess you two were having a good time 
when I came," said Marie suddenly. " Yoii 
seemed to be." 



The Little Lady of the Fort 79 

" Yes," replied Jacqueline pleasantly, " we 
were, Marie. You know I am often very 
lonely here, and it is always such gladness to 

me when " She had been about to add, 

^' when Louie can be with me," but, seeing 
the sudden look in Marie's face, she said in- 
stead, " when I have those with me who can 
give ine cheer." 

"Oh, I suppose you mean Louie first of 
all I " exclaimed Marie, " though you didn't 
say it, I'll admit. Everybody knows how de- 
voted you two are to each other. I suppose 
now," looking from one to the other with an 
unmistakable challenge in her face, " I am 
the third one, the one who makes a crowd 
where two were company." 

" We have not said so, nor looked so, I 
think," said Louise good-naturedly. 

She felt pity for Marie now, and strove to be 
gentle with her. 

"You ought to have told me where 
you were coming," declared Marie, as she 
edged still nearer to Louise, and put her 
arm over her knees in an affectionate way. 
" You know how I like to be with you 
and that I always want to go where you 
do." 
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" Do not get sentimental," warned Louise, 
" or Jacqueline will laugh at us." 

" Nay/' declared Jacqueline soberly, " I do 
not feel at all like laughing." 

The truth was she felt sorry for Marie, 
though having no blame for Louise. Neither 
did she admire Marie, but she could pity 
her. 

" Why I " cried Marie with sudden outburst, 
" I have forgotten the principal thing I came 
to tell ! Do you know there is much excite- 
ment in the fort ? The guard on the wall de- 
clares he saw three Spaniards lurking along the 
edge of the woods, and that there were two 
Indians with them, presumably those from 
the camp. The guard thinks, from what he 
saw, that the Spaniards have met the Indians 
by appointment for the purpose of getting in- 
formation." 

" Oh, can it be," exclaimed Louise, starting 
up in her excitement, '' that the Indians are 
treacherous after all — that they will betray 
us?" 

" Nay, think not so," spoke a voice from the 
doorway, and Antoine Chamissot entered the 
room. 

Then he told them all the garrison had 
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been able to glean, and he thought it the true 
condition of affairs. The Spaniards had un- 
doubtedly been seen from the fort, though 
they believed themselves securely screened by 
the foliage. The Indians with them were 
thought not to belong to the camp, or at least, 
after an investigation, circumstances pointed 
in that direction. They were no doubt giving 
information on their own responsibility. 
Whatever the nature of the plot that was 
forming, it was not known to the camp of 
Indians at large. Nevertheless, the incident 
gave great uneasiness to the garrison of Fort 
Ribaut. 



CHAPTER VI 

A WOUNDED FOE 

Another conference was held with the In- 
dians the following day. They were again re- 
ceived between the large gates and the closed 
doors of the fort. At the gates sentries 
were stationed, for the incident of the even- 
ing before had put the garrison on its guard. 
The outside games and tests of marksmanship 
were also dispensed with, as the commandant 
was far too cautious to risk his men outside 
the fort after the alarm concerning the Span- 
iards. 

At first Combee demurred with reference to 
this change in the program. He was certain, 
he said, that there were no Spaniards about. 
He had* sent men into the woods who had 
scoured them in every direction, and not even 
a trace of Spaniards could be found. 

San-u-tee, his chief, Combee further de- 
clared, was hostile to the Spaniards. He 
could therefore form no alliance with them. 
They had bitterly wronged him, treating him 
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and his with great cruelty, and he could 
never forget it. He had vowed to be revenged 
upon them. It was noted by more than one 
that Combee spoke only for his chief. He 
said nothing with reference to himself. 

Combee strongly opposed the second con- 
ference within the enclosures. He desired 
the games and the tests of skill. He wanted 
his white brothers, he kept repeating, to see 
what warriors his men were. 

But the commandant was firm. While he, 
too, wished to impress upon the Indians the 
prowess of his soldiers, especially to produce 
upon them a marked effect through the use of 
firearms, still he let discretion overcome his 
desires to awe the Indians with the skill of his 
soldiery. 

The Indians parted from their white ac- 
quaintances with renewed protestations of 
friendship, Combee especially being loud in 
his. But while many believed in the sincer- 
ity of the Huspah, yet there were others who 
did not, as we have seen. 

After the departure of the Indians, affairs 
at the fort settled down to the same quiet rou- 
tine, though the alarm concerning the near- 
ness of the Spaniards had not died away* 
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The garrison was still on the alert. Living so 
constantly in the midst of danger, as had these 
devoted people ever since their arrival in this 
strange, wild land, they had learned to be on 
the watch. 

A week passed. There had been no further 
sign of hostile prowlers about the fort, neither 
had the runners brought any more disturbing 
rumors. But it was believed that the Span- 
iards were in the vicinity. 

Not far from the west wall of the fort, and 
between it and the river, there was a little 
plot of earth where the grass grew greener than 
that around it, and where the few wild flow- 
ers that had been transplanted were budding 
with a promise of deeper luxuriance. A 
small grove of water oaks, sweet gums and 
pines, all carefully trimmed, kept watch above 
the shell-covered mounds where lay the dead 
of Fort Ribaut. Neat, strong palisades enclosed 
the burial ground. Near the centre there was 
a small square beautifully sodded and in its 
midst a polished slab of cedar with the name 
Margaret cut deep therein. It was here that 
Louise's sister, older by three years, lay buried. 
She had died only a short while after the Fort 
Ribaut garrison had established itself in this 
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part of the wilderness, died from the eflfects of 
the exposure during the wanderings of the 
fugitives from La Caroline. 

Louise often came to the grave, sometimes 
alone, though she felt that her father would 
not approve of this if he knew it But at these 
times she desired to have no one near, unless 
it were Jacqueline, and Jacqueline could not 
come. Poor Jock I so truly did Louise love 
her, so deep was her sympathy, that she would 
have given years from her own life to have 
seen her walking straight and firm again as 
she herself walked. But this could not be. 
Her dear Jacqueline could not bear her com- 
pany on these sad, sweet pilgrimages. So she 
chose to come alone, save at such times as her 
father could accompany her. Louise thought 
her father estimated the danger much greater 
than it was. There were the guards on 
the wall. She was never out of sight of 
one or more of them. In her assurance no 
thought came to her of sudden ambush, in 
the event of which all the guards on all the 
walls could not have helped her, because of 
the swiftness with which the danger would 
descend. 

It was alone that Louise visited the little 
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cemetery on the morning to which we have 
now come, just one week from the day of the 
last Indian conference. She had climbed 
downward from the west walls by means of 
the rope ladder kept hanging there during 
the day. 

The good-natured young Swede whose beat 
was along that section of the wall blocked her 
way at first. 

" Suppose, Mademoiselle," he asked, " that 
I say you cannot pass ? " 

" But, Oscar, you will not, I am sure. See 
where I am going," and she held up for his 
glance the bunch of flowers from the little gar- 
den she had tilled so industriously in a sunny 
spot of the enclosure. 

His face grew suddenly tender. 

"Yes, Mademoiselle," he said gently, "I 
understand. But there are dangers within the 
forest, we believe. We know not how great. 
It is not safe for you without. I am sure the 
commandant would not wish you to go." 

" Well, has he given any command to that 
effect, Oscar? " she asked, with a little twin- 
kle in her eye. 

" No, Mademoiselle, he has not," the Swede 
admitted. 
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"Then/* with a brisk toss of the head, 
" how can you stay me, Guardsman Retzel ? " 

" I do not seek to stay you, Mademoiselle," 
he replied, somewhat amused, " but only to en- 
treat you. We think there are Spaniards in 
the forest," he continued earnestly, " although 
I'll admit nothing indicating this has been 
seen for the past week." 

" Even if you did seek to stay me, Oscar," 
went on Louise, still in a bantering way, and 
bent on teasing him a little, " remember you 
not that I could command you to let me pass ? 
Have you so soon forgotten the rights and 
title with which you and other guileless ones 
of this garrison have invested me ? * Assist- 
ant Commandant ! ' Recall you not the title ? 
Tis true, it holds only for times of peace. 
But see ! here is the badge by which I claim 
my authority, that emblem by which I can 
command Guardsman Retzel to let me pass." 

As she spoke she threw back a fold of the 
light scarf which she had twisted about her 
head and throat, and thus brought to view a 
strip of wampum prettily fringed and on it a 
fleur-de-lis carved from a shell of exquisite 
tints. 

His eyes sparkled as he caught sight of it. 
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" Nay I " he cried, " I have not forgotten. 
'Tis no need, Mademoiselle, to bring that to 
view. Every soldier of the garrison remem- 
bers and is proud to acknowledge the alle- 
giance he has pledged to our little lady of the 
fort." 

As he spoke, he stepped backward, and, 
raising his hand to the rim of his steel cap, 
saluted as impressively as though it had been 
the commandant himself who stood there. 

" Very good, Master Guardsman. Atten- 
tion ! and hear your orders. Ready 1 Wheel 
about 1 Stand I Chin up I Eyes forward I 
There now, don't you dare to move or look 
around till I am down the ladder." 

He obeyed her laughingly ; but when he 
wheeled about again it was to renew his 
earnest entreaties. 

" Mademoiselle, I beg you not to go beyond 
the little cemetery. Keep well away from the 
trees toward the north, so that I may see you 
clearly. You may be sure that I am going 
to keep my eyes on you all the time that I 
can." 

Alas, that he became absorbed with some- 
thing else presently, forgetting this promise I 

Louise sprang from the ladder into the yield- 
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ing sand. There was a stretch of bare earth 
for a short distance around her. Then the 
grass began to spring up, lightly at first, but 
growing more and more luxuriant as she 
neared the little cemetery. It was spring time, 
and the trees were fringed with tender foliage. 
The young cones of the pines were resinous 
with odor. The feathery plumes of the chin- 
capins made drifts of snow against the light 
. green leaves of the sassafras bushes, while 
above spread the darker herbage of the live 
oaks from which swayed long streamers of 
gray moss. 

It was a crisp morning, for the wind was 
blowing briskly from the sea, but over all the 
sunshine shone with golden splendor and the 
birds sang as though they could not put too 
much gladness into the day. From the shin- 
ing blue of the sky above to the sweet green 
stretches of grass beneath everything spoke of 
joy and love, peace and good-will. Danger 
and death, treachery, cruelty and the warring 
passions of man seemed far removed from the 
gentleness and peace of the scene. Certainly 
no thought of them was in the mind of our 
little lady of the fort as she walked onward to- 
ward the burial plot. 



go The Little Lady of the Fort 

The fortress had been erected on a bluff 
which on this side, sloped very gradually to- 
ward the river bank. Indeed, it was so little 
as to be barely perceptible. Thus the river 
flowed many feet below its bank at this point. 
The descent was somewhat precipitous, and 
rude steps had been cut in the embankment. 
The river made a bend here, and the current 
had at one time swept nearer the shore, wash- 
ing away the earth, until, just beyond where 
the steps descended, there was a half-circular 
excavation beneath the cliff, like a subterra* 
nean chamber. The channel of the stream 
changing, and the waters having worn their 
way deeper into its bed, it was as though the 
river had two embankments on this side, 
first the cliff, then the bed of white sand at 
the foot of the cliff, that stretched away 
to the water which flowed only a few feet 
below its edge. 

Along the face of the cliff vegetation grew 
luxuriantly. There were ferns, bamboos, and 
two or three varieties of air plants. 

Louise reached her sister's grave, and placed 
the flowers upon it. Then, dropping upon 
her knee, she leaned above the mound, lost in 
sad memories. 
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From the wall the faithful Oscar watched 
her for a while, then, seeing her bend in this 
sorrowful attitude above the grave, he turned 
his eyes away, and began to walk slowly on- 
ward along his beat. As he neared an angle 
of the wall the gun mounted there attracted 
his attention. It seemed slightly out of posi- 
tion. It was not shining either with the 
brightness that he thought it ought to have. 
As he leaned toward it for a closer inspection, 
to his astonishment he saw that a bird had 
begun to build its nest just within the can- 
non's mouth. 

" Poor little thing ! " he said, " I must disap- 
point you, but I'll not be cruel to you. I'll 
not destroy your work." 

So he gently withdrew the small structure 
of sticks and moss, keeping it as nearly in 
shape as he could, and placed it securely in a 
sheltered comer of the gun carriage. 

'* There, birdie," he said, " I hope your little 
brood will be hatched and flown ere the shock 
of war drives you frightened from your retreat. 
But the other was a dangerous place, even in 
times of peace." 

He had not more than finished his task of 
love when the little nest builder returned. 
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fluttering in great distress about the mouth of 
the cannon as she discovered the removal of 
her home. It took him some time to reassure 
her and to direct her attention to the new 
quarters. Despite her dismay she was rather 
tame and docile, for she had builded about the 
fort before. 

Meanwhile Louise had risen from the grave. 
The forest to the right looked very tempting. 
The yellow jasmine had begun to star the 
trees with bloom, and there were all manner 
of sweet-smelling shrubs. The dog-woods, 
too, were waving their white banners to her. 
But she had promised she would not enter the 
forest, and she meant to keep her promise. 
And now the river began to sing its song 
of allurement. How sweetly it sounded as it 
went murmuring toward the sea. It was al- 
ways beautiful even when the rough winds 
stirred its waters into white caps of tossing 
foam. But now it was more so with the sweet 
glow of the morning upon it, and a thousand 
lights glinting and glowing along its softly 
rippling current. Its banks were lovely, too, 
with their overhanging masses of tropical ver- 
dure. Louise could not resist the temptation 
to look upon it. 
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She left the enclosure and went swiftly along 
the little path leading to the edge of the bluff. 
The best point from which to get the view was 
partly down the flight of steps cut into the 
embankment. She reached this spot then 
paused, not intending to go further. But as 
she was about to turn to make her way up- 
ward again an exclamation escaped her. 
There was a small bush of the most brilliant 
wild flowers she had ever seen growing on a 
narrow ledge just a few feet below. By going 
down several of the steps she could not fail 
to reach it, as it grew very near. Without 
further thought she went down quickly. The 
steps were broad and made gradual descent. 
She had just turned to look for some sliver of 
wood or other stout substance, by means of 
which she might dislodge the plant, when a 
sound like that of a groan smote upon her 
ear. It astonished her so that she dropped the 
bit of wood she had just grasped. She would 
have been even more startled had she known 
that a pair of eyes had been intently regard- 
ing her every movement since she had ap- 
peared at the edge of the cliff. 

Recovering her composure, she took a step 
or two nearer the ledge on which she was 
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standing, and peered over. As she did so, the 
groan was repeated and was unmistakable 
now. Following it was the cry twice re- 
peated, " Help ! Help ! " The word came dis- 
tinctly, though it seemed to be uttered with 
a feeble voice. 

The foot of the cliff was in shadow as the 
sun had not yet risen sufficiently to cast its 
beams upon it. But as Louise continued to 
peer downward her eyes became used to the 
gray light. She saw now plainly a hand 
beckoning to her. She turned away from 
the ledge and passed still further downward, 
though her heart had begun to beat rapidly 
now and a feeling of fear had seized her. 
Still, the voice was one of entreaty and she 
could not resist it. 

" Help I " repeated the voice. " Oh, have 
mercy and pity me, for I am in sore straits ! " 

The words were spoken in French, but now, 
as Louise had a nearer and a much clearer 
view, she could see that the man who had 
called to her, and was again beckoning, as he 
partly reclined upon the sand below, wore the 
dress of a Spaniard. He was only a few feet 
Delow her and she could see him distinctly. 

Her first impulse, on discovering that he 
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WBS one of their dreaded foes, was to flee from 
him as she would from a pestilence. Indeed, 
she made such perceptible movement so to do 
that the man, noting it, cried again to her, and 
now almost frantically, 

" Nay, do not flee from me, I beseech you 1 
I will not harm you. I call God to witness. 
But even if I so had the mind, I could not, 
for I am helpless. A day and a night have 
I lain here, tortured by pain, burning with 
thirst, for, by misstep, I fell from the cliflT. I 
was stunned, and my companions thought me 
dead. They left me, for they were in peril, 
and what will not men do at such a time ? " 

His voice had grown much fainter now. He 
seemed indeed, in sore strait, not only from 
pain, but from fasting and thirst. His tongue 
had a thick utterance and he appeared to 
move it only after great diflficulty. 

Louise continued to look down upon him. 
What should she do ? She dared not call as- 
sistance from the fort, for well she knew what 
would be the fate of this man if she did. On 
the other hand, she fully realized the danger 
that might be in wait for her below. For 
might not this be only a trap ? the man's sore 
plight but a ruse to lure her into his grasp ? 
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She had heard it spoken at the fort that 
rumors had come indicative of the intention 
of the Spaniards to get possession of some of 
the women and girls of Fort Ribaut and, 
through threats of an awful fate for them, 
drive the garrison to surrender. Could this 
be the beginning of the foul plot put into ex- 
ecution ? Was she to prove the first victim ? 

But the longer she looked upon the man 
below, the deeper grew the conviction that 
this was not acting, that he was in truth in a 
desperate strait. Suffering was in his face, in 
his voice, in his movements. 

'* Have pity," he entreated again. " Come, 
if it is only to give me a cooling draught from 
the spring I hear, but cannot reach. Nay," 
he almost shrieked as he noted a movement 
she made as though to go upward, " do not 
call help from the garrison. Rather death 
than that! Come yourself. A young girl 
like you will not harm me. You could not 
if you would. I might put the weapon in 
your hands, yet would you not slay me." 

Still the voice of doubt clamored within 
Louise's ear. Her heart was entreating her to 
go downward, but the voice said stay. 

" What assurance have I that you will not 
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harm me?" she asked him. "How do I 
know that there are not others near who are 
ready to seize me ? " 

He lifted his eyes to her imploringly. 

" Nay I Nay I " he cried, " there is none 
other here but myself! And see you not 
that I could not lift hand against you even if 
I desired ? " 

He made movement toward his breast, and, 
fumbling there, brought a silver cross to 
view. Holding it upward for a moment he 
carried it to his lips, kissing it reverently, 
then, extending it toward her, he continued 
in a voice rendered shrill by the force of the 
emotion that swayed him. 

" By this precious symbol I make oath to 
you that there is naught here of harm await- 
ing, that I am not only alone, but am weak, 
helpless, without the power of doing hurt to 
you if so I had the mind, which God knows I 
have not. Look I See me kiss this sacred 
emblem again and yet again, and know that 
I would not dare do this with words of false- 
hood upon my tongue." 

She could doubt him no longer. After this 
she was sure she could go down with safety. 
But as she did so, she took care to keep her 
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hand upon the little dirk she never failed 
to carry when she came away from the 
fort. 



CHAPTER VII 

THE SECRET PASSAGE 

The Spanish soldier lay at full length upon 
the sand as she approached him. He had evi- 
dently partly raised himself that he might 
talk more satisfactorily with her. He had 
now fallen back again from exhaustion. His 
eyes were closed, but he opened them as she 
drew near. He made, too, a feeble attempt to 
smile. 

" Bless you for coming," he said, " and be as- 
sured you shall never have cause to regret it." 

She was surprised to see how young he was, 
barely as old as Antoine, she concluded. His 
face had an extremely boyish look, though it 
was almost ghastly now in its pallor. There 
was no longer doubt that he had suffered in- 
tensely and was still suffering. 

Louise went swiftly to the spring. She had 
only the palms of her hands tightly clasped 
and curved in which to bring him water, but 
she passed patiently back and forth till his 
thirst was quenched. Then she brought water 
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to lave his face. He was touchingly grateful 
and repeatedly murmured his thanks. She 
helped him, too, to remove a part of his armor, 
What terrible discomfort it must have been to 
him I But now that these things had been 
done, what was she to do with him? This 
question was evidently also uppermost in his 
own mind. He seemed tortured by the fear 
that she would go and leave him. What else 
was there really for her to do, since she could 
not summon assistance from the fort? All 
the while that she stood troubled, hesitant, 
not knowing what course to pursue, he was 
entreating her not to go and leave him there 
to die. 

" Last night," he said, " there were other 
tortures besides the thirst and the pain. For 
the wild creatures came. They made fierce 
din about me. Some sought to rend me. 
See how I have fought them ! " 

He showed her his hands now, and for the 
first time she noted that they were lacerated 
as though by sharp substances. From some 
of the fingers the flesh was torn away. 

" Have pity,'* he plead. " Do not leave me 
to be their prey. My strength is spent. I 
can no longer give them battle." 
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But what am I to do ? " she asked help- 
lessly. ^' I cannot summon aid. My people 
would not succor you. They have taken " 

She paused. Then turning her eyes reso- 
lutely away from him, she went on, " They 
have taken oath to give no help, even in time 
of sore distress, to your people. I need not 
tell you the reason of this. We both recall 
La Caroline." 

He started; then turned his gaze down- 
ward so that she might not look into his 
eyes. 

'' I had no part in that," he answered her. 
" I was but a child. I was not even in this 
land. Besides ' ' 

" Nevertheless," she interrupted him, " you 
are one of those who seek the lives of my 
people." 

" Nay I Nay ! " he cried. '' Oh, Mademoi- 
selle, I could not ! There is reason why I 
could not 1 " 

He was about to add more, but she inter- 
rupted him again. 

" Your people have been as cruel as death 
to mine," she said bitterly. 

"Mademoiselle, hear me, I implore. I 
make fervent declaration that I have never 
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raised tongue nor hand against one of your 
people." 

Could she believe him ? Seeing the doubt 
upon her face, he continued, and even more 
strenuously : 

" Hear the words of my heart, Mademoiselle, 
I entreat you. So far am I from even wishing 
harm to you and yours, that I would not in- 
jure a hair of your head were it in my power. 
Yea, hear me I So sick am I of all this cruelty 
and rapine committed, not against your peo- 
ple. Mademoiselle, for I have seen naught of 
that, I do assure you, but against these 
wretched Indians, that I would gladly flee it 
all and return to my home to-morrow. Oh, 
home I home!" he concluded with pathetic 
outburst, " why did I ever leave you ? Oh, 
mother I mother I if I could but be with thee 
again I Headstrong, disobedient son that I 
have been, I deserve all that has befallen 
mel" 

He was sobbing now, and unmistakably. 
There was no acting in the great salt tears that 
were dropping upon his cheeks. As to Louise, 
she was crying in sympathy, and, after those 
touching words with reference to his home, 
that pathetic appeal to his mother, she would 
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have given him aid though the whole garri- 
son of Fort Ribaut stood upon the bluff, look- 
ing down upon her. 

But how was she to help him ? how give 
him the succor of which he stood so pressingly 
in need ? 

Her helplessness found expression in words 
to him. 

" What is there I can do for you ? Aid me 
by suggesting, for I know not myself." 

^* Is there not some place you can help 
me to reach ? some spot where I may at least 
have protection from those wild creatures ? I 
know you will provide me with bread and 
drink till my strength is such I can go my 
way." 

" I know of no such place," replied Louise. 

Her tone was even more helpless than her 
words. 

" Is there no cave hereabouts ? no rift in 
these ledges ? no opening in front of which 
barricade may be made ? " 

She started at the words. 

" There is no opening such as you think, 
but " 

" Go on," he implored. " There is a place. 
You know of such I " 



104 The Little Lady of the Fort 

" Yes, there is a place," she answered hesi- 
tantly, " but I cannot make it known to you, 
because if I were so to do, it would be to 
betray a sacred trust." 

" Then you will leave me here to die? " he 
cried frantically, a spasm of fear crossing his 
boyish face. " You will go away caring not 
what awful fate befalls me ? Nay, hear me 1 
I vow to you by the name of my mother, by 
all that I hold dear, that I will do naught to 
betray any trust my necessity forces from you. 
I will be true to every confidence ; I beg you 
to believe this. Rather would I perish here 
upon the sands than prove so base a betrayer. 
All I ask is some secluded spot where I may 
find safe harbor till strength again comes to 
me." 

"Where are you hurt?" she asked him 
suddenly, for with the exception of his 
lacerated hands she could see no sign of 
wound upon him. 

" I am hurt internally," he replied, " and 
seriously, I fear me, for every time I seek to 
move it is at the expense of torturing pain. 
One ankle, too, is fractured, I am sure, for I 
cannot gain my feet at all." 

" I will help you," she said suddenly, " but 
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it must be on condition that you ask no ques* 
tions and upon your word of honor that after 
you are able to move about, you will not seek 
to know anything of your surroundings." 

He met her gaze with one equally steady, 
and there was the look of honesty in the 
clear, gray eyes he fixed upon her. 

" I give you the pledge readily, yea, with 
all my heart," he said. " Even were I the 
base creature you have cause to think me, I 
could not after this graciousness on your part, 
the trust accorded, the succor you will give 
me, play the part of betrayer. Much less can 
I do it when there is no particle of desire in 
my heart to have harm befall you and yours. 
Oh, Mademoiselle, this could not be, believe 
me! I am only a poor, miserable boy, far 
from home and friends and loved ones, 
brought by my own disobedience and folly 
into the association of reckless, hardened men, 
against the lawless deeds of whom my soul 
revolts. I plead with you to befriend me in 
my sort strait, to aid me in seeking some har- 
bor, where I may lie in safety until I recover 
from my hurts, and that you will give me 
such sustenance as you can until my body 
wins back its strength. Then I will go away. 
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and as the All-Hearing Ear listens to me now, 
I vow to you that I will never return again 
to the ranks of these men. Rather will I 
wander through the wilderness alone, passing 
through any hardships, facing any danger, so 
that I may reach the point where ship is to 
be found to bear me home. Yea, to my home, 
Mademoiselle, and to that mother whose 
heart I have all but rent in twain — ^that 
mother who will bless you every day that she 
lives, that you have given her boy back to 
her." 

He was so much in earnest, he looked so 
young, and he was so helpless that even had 
not Louise made up her mind before to the 
step she was about to take, she would have 
formed the resolution now. 

Surely after that look, those words of 
protestation, the touching reference to his 
home and his mother, she could give him her 
trust. But well she knew the peril in that 
which she undertook — peril for him first of 
all. Next, there was the risk of disaster for 
herself, and that worse than disaster which it 
would take all her courage to face. Even if 
this step brought not danger to her people, 
and there was every chance of that, still would 
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there be these other possibilities that were like 
the edges of precipices along which she would 
have to tread. 

" I will help you," she said again reso- 
lutely, and his heart won courage from the 
expression of her face. " Just beyond where 
you lie, but a few steps away, in fact, there is 
an opening in the cliff, and across this open- 
ing there sets a grated door, but so cunningly 
concealed there is little chance of unfamiliar 
eye discovering it. Behind that door, and 
there only, will lie the refuge that you seek. 
But this door is locked, and the great key 
hangs within." 

"It is an underground passageway con- 
nected with the fort ? " he asked ; " it leads 
directly there, in fact? " 

She could but note the shudder that passed 
over him as the question was asked. 

" Yes," she admitted, and for just a moment 
there was an expression in her eyes that sent 
a chill to his heart. But it did not last long. 
She looked at him again, and the eyes were 
kinder, warmer now. 

"The key is within," she repeated, "and 
to get it I must go back and through the 
fort." 
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He drew himself partly up and with quick 
exclamation. 

" You will not desert me ? " he cried. 
" Yea, you will not betray me ? Oh, Madem- 
oiselle, you cannot? You surely cannot? " 

" Nay," she replied quickly, " rest assured 
of that. I will secure the key and return. 
But first, I must help you to the grating, lest 
there be other eyes to look upon you while 
I am gone ! " 

As gently as she could, but with firm 
hands, she lent him aid. Slowly, and with 
much difficulty, and at the cost of almost un- 
bearable pain to him she brought him at last 
to the grated door, which he could see was 
very strong and set in heavy frames ; then 
she left him. 

Louise had the presence of mind to stop 
for the fiower on the cliff, for well she 
knew there would be explanation to render 
to the zealous Oscar. Would she be enabled, 
even with the flower as witness, to satisfy 
him? 

She had been shaken by fear for many 
minutes past lest he send a messenger to the 
cliff for her. She wondered again and again 
if her disappearance had been noted. She 
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had seen him husy with the gun as she 
passed from the cemetery. 

To her dismay she heard her name called 
ere her head was above the level of the cliflT. 
It was Marie who shouted it, and in accents 
so highly pitched it went ringing past her, 
echoing and reechoing in the gorge beyond. 
It would no doubt have been repeated had not 
Marie at this moment caught sight of Louise. 

" Oh, there you are I " she cried, almost out 
of breath. "Such a fright as you have 
brought to us I that is to Odcar and myself. 
See him yonder on the wall how he is be- 
having at sight of you I I do believe he 
would have deserted his post, in ^;he face of 
what it would have cost him, and have come 
here himself, had you not now appeared. 
Where have you been, my dear? and what 
on earth have you been doing? Mooning 
over the river ? Oscar said so, or that is he 
didn't just use that word, but the meaning 
was the same. When he missed you, after a 
while, he was almost sure you had gone down 
for a look at the river. So he called me and 
begged me, while he kept watch, to come 
here to the edge of the cliff and see if I 
could discover aught of you.'' 
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" Did he tell you to halloo for me in that 
way ? " asked Louise. 

Truth to tell she was annoyed with Marie 
because of that boisterous call. She was 
provoked, too, that she had come upon her 
here and right in the midst of the errand on 
which she was bound ; and, what was un- 
usual for her, she let this irritated feeling 
get the better of her prudence. She allowed 
it, too, to put a sting in her tongue not 
habitual to it. 

" No, he did not," Marie replied to Louise's 
question, and looking at her in some wonder. 
" That was entirely on my own responsibil- 
ity." 

" I thought as much. Little chance you 
would have given me had there been enemies 
lurking near, calling attention to my where- 
abouts in that way." 

"Why, Louie, what can you mean? I 
came to search for you. We were alarmed. 
Oscar said he feared you had been out of 
sight longer than he knew. He was afraid 
the commandant would hear of it, and 
blame him that he had let you pass. So he 
called to me, as I chanced to be near at the 
time, and asked me if I would not come 



The Little Lady of the Fort 1 1 1 

speedily here to the bluff and see if I could 
get a glimpse of you." 

" Well, I am sorry you called out to me in 
that way," replied Louise, " and for more rea- 
sons than one." 

She tried to speak gently now, but she was 
still irritated with Marie. Her face showed 
it, if her voice did not. 

" There was nothing to hinder your being 
heard at the fort," continued Louise, "even 
by the commandant himself had he chanced 
to be in this part of the garrison. Methinks 
if my absence is not thus made known to 
him it will not be fault of yours." 

She was again showing her provoked feel* 
ing, more the pity! It was so unlike her. 
No wonder Marie stared at her in deepening 
astonishment. 

" You are angry with me," she said. " You 
ought not to be. You must not be. Oh, 
Louie, don't misunderstand what I did, I beg 
you. Please don't think that way of me. 
You know I wouldn't do anything to bring 
you danger, or get you into trouble. Say 
that you do know it ! " 

Her voice was full of entreaty, and her 
eyes had grown misty. Louise was touched. 
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" I did not mean to hurt you, Marie," she 
said quickly. " Forgive me if I did. Your 
coming took me so by surprise, and I 
was " 

"Annoyed by it," she had been about to 
add, but checked herself in time, saying in- 
stead, " and I was afraid serious things might 
come of it.". 

Marie thought she referred to her father 
and of his displeasure with both the young 
guardsman and his daughter when he learned 
. of Louise's trip alone to the cemetery and the 
river. But Louise herself had an entirely 
different person in her mind. She was think- 
ing of the young soldier lying faint and tor- 
tured by pain before the barred door, and she 
wondered what effect Marie's loud call would 
have upon him. 

It was really the remembrance of him and 
of her errand appealing so acutely to her that 
strung her nerves to their highest tension, 
and rendered her totally unfit to cope with 
Marie at that moment. What was she to 
do with her ? How was she to get rid of her ? 
These questions were uppermost in Louise's 
mind. The thought that Marie stood in the 
way of the prompt carrying out of the plan 
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she had formed irritated her to the extent 
that for the moment all that sweetness and 
graciousness so naturally a part of our little 
lady of the fort was held in abeyance. 

" Come," said Marie suddenly, " let us go 
to that cluster of dogwoods yonder and get 
some of the blossoms. Oscar sees us now, 
and we can make him understand where we 
are going. Indeed, I think I can call to him 
so he will hear. Do come, Ix)uie, it will take 
only a little while." 

"I cannot," replied Louise, and more ab- 
ruptly than she intended. "Don't be per- 
sistent, Marie. I must hasten to the fort." 

"But what need is there for haste?" in- 
sisted Marie, unwarned by what appeared in 
Louise's face and tone. Yet why should she 
have taken warning, since never before had 
Louise been rude to, or even rough with her ? 

" You have been such a long time off to 
yourself," continued Marie, "why can you 
not go just a little while with me now ? " 

"Because I have other affairs at this 
moment that require my attention," replied 
Louise unguardedly. " Don't be so persistent, 
Marie. It makes you very aggravating." 

" Thank you 1 " snapped Marie, for her 
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anger had now been aroused. '^I can see 
very plainly that my company isn't desired 
by you for anything, and I have seen it from 
the moment you appeared at the edge of the 
cliff. You can go and stay so long as you 
please by yourself, but the minute I join you 
then there are pressing matters that call you 
away. Very well, I can relieve you of my 
presence and without delay 1 " 

She turned, and holding her head quite 
high, began to walk rapidly toward the fort. 

Louise called after her, but she would pay 
no heed. Even when Louise's voice grew 
more entreating she did not slacken her pace. 
She had received a sting which she could not 
forget, and with such natures as hers to 
remember is to resent. Not now at least 
would Louise's entreaties make any im- 
pression. 

"What have you done to your friend to 
anger her so, Mademoiselle?" was Oscar's 
greeting as she reached the top of the wall, 
just in time to see Marie disappearing down 
the ladder on the inner side. " She was mur- 
muring hot words against you as she passed 
me. I tried to stay her, but in vain. She is 
very, very angry." 
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'^I did nothing intentional, I do assure 
you, Oscar. She desired that we go for 
blossoms of the dogwood. As I am very 
hurried, there being that waiting upon me I 
wish speedily to accomplish, I was pressed to 
make refusal. When she persisted, to the 
point of deep annoyance, then I sadly fear 
me, that I lost my temper, and did rudely 
answer her, for all of which I am now deeply 
ashamed. I besought her to forgive me, but 
she would pay no heed to my plea." 

''Nor will she soon. Mademoiselle, be as- 
sured. Hers is a very passionate nature. I 
have seen her once or twice when her anger 
was fully aroused, and it was a spectacle 
I wish me with all my heart mine eyes 
had not looked upon. But then the poor 
girl is to be pitied, for there is neither mother 
nor older sister to teach her restraint. There 
is only her father, and he, too, is swayed 
by fierce passions like herself." 

" Well, I do regret it with all my heart," 
repeated Louise, '' and I shall lose no time in 
again seeking to induce her to believe me." 

"Wait, Mademoiselle, I do advise you. 
She is far too angry now to listen reasonably 
to anything you may say, be it of the most 
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pleasing nature. But, Mademoiselle/' he 
broke off suddenly, "I have not yet had 
opportunity to tell you of the alarm that was 
mine when I swept the landscape with my 
eyes and could see naught of you. I was in 
sore trouble, as you may believe, for I could 
not leave my post, and I feared me to call for 
the aid of any one of my comrades off duty, 
lest the knowledge come to the ears of the 
commandant. Had I not caught sight of 
Mademoiselle Marie when I did, I know not 
what I should have done, although it is true 
I shall very soon find it in the line of my 
duty to be on the way to the bluff myself." 

She started, and gave him a swift glance. 

"What is it you mean, Oscar? Is there 
any matter of import that calls you to the 
bluff?" 

Her heart almost stopped beating as she 
asked the questions. 

His answer certainly did not reassure her. 

"Yes, Mademoiselle. Know you not that 
it is your father's command that once in 
every twenty-four hours the bluff and its 
vicinity be given inspection ? So, too, must 
be " 

He paused, for it seemed that at that very 
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moment the mouth of his arquebus needed 
his attention. 

" What else is it that must have inspection 
every twenty-four hours, Oscar?" she asked. 

To her it seemed that her heart had entirely 
ceased to beat as she waited for his reply. 

He leaned toward her, and, while his 
voice was dropped almost to a whisper, made 
answer : 

"The secret passageway leading to the 
river, Mademoiselle. Are you not aware 
what close watch we keep upon that? " 



CHAPTER Vm 

IN PERIL 

^'The secret passageway leading to the 
river I '^ As she caught the full meaning of 
the half-whispered words Louise almost cried 
aloud in her dismay. She had presence of 
mind just sufficient to conceal the greater part 
of her alarm from the young guard. But he 
saw enough of it to cause him some astonish- 
ment and also to impel him to ask : 

" Why, Mademoiselle, are you so disturbed? 
What is there in what I have said concerning 
the passageway to thus agitate you? Is it 
that you fear we even now expect the attack 
of the Spaniards, and go thus to prepare for 
it?" 

She caught eagerly at the suggestion. 

" Oh, Oscar, do you really think they are 
near? Tell me if you fear they may ap- 
proach by the river? " 

" We know not, but we must be on our 

guard. Much mischief could be concocted 

lis 
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under that bluff, and we be none the wiser 
unless on the alert." 

" But the secret passageway I You do not 
think the Spaniards can know of that? " 

Her voice trembled and her face had grown 
very white. 

" So far we believe not, but we must guard 
against their knowing, hence the daily inspec- 
tion which your father orders." 

" You will go soon to look into the matter ? " 

It seemed to her that he must see and sus- 
pect her emotion. She was fast losing con- 
trol of herself. The thought of the young 
Spaniard lying in such desperate straits at the 
mouth of the secret passageway strung her 
nerves to the highest tension. Well she real- 
ized his peril. What chance was there for 
him now ? 

" You go soon, Oscar ? " she repeated. 

'^Yes, Mademoiselle, at this very moment, 
for here comes the guard to relieve me, and 
behind him is the squad detailed for the duty 
at the bluff." 

It was as he said. The soldiers were even 
now climbing upon the wall. The clanking 
of their armor, the rattling of their swords 
struck terror to her heart. 
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Her first impulse was to insist on going 
with them. It might be that she could so 
maneuvre as to keep them from making close 
inspection of the entrance to the passageway. 
But almost the moment the resolution was 
formed she realized that it could not be exe- 
cuted. Oscar would never consent to this 
proposal. Besides, it might bring suspicion 
upon her and lead to the very disaster she 
sought to avert. He was looking at her in a 
strange way, now, she felt, with something 
more than wonder on his face. 

Louise's nerves were, beyond doubt, in so 
tense a state at this moment that she saw 
things through eyes that gave not the true 
picture. The young soldier was gazing at her 
in a disturbed way, but it was more solicitude 
than aught else. 

As she stood helpless, dismayed, not know- 
ing which way to turn or what to do, a 
thought came to Louise with the suddenness 
of the lightning's flash across the sky. 

She would seek the passageway, hasten 
through it with all the swiftness possible, 
reach the grated door, unlock it, and get the 
young Spaniard within ere he was discovered. 
But could she do this? Was there time? 
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Her only hope lay in the probability that the 
soldiers would inspect the line of river ere 
turning into the mouth of the excavation be* 
neath the bluff. 

To gain the entrance to the secret passage- 
way she had to descend within the fort and 
pass along the west wall some thirty or forty 
feet. It waa situated very near the angle 
formed by one of the bastions. Louise's great 
fear was that she would be seen entering the 
mouth of the passage either by the soldiers, or 
by some one or more of the women and girls. 
In either event questions were likely to be 
asked, or what was worse, she might be fol- 
lowed. 

To her relief, she gained the opening with- 
out observation. But now another disturbing 
thought presented itself. To insure all the 
protection possible to the inmates of the fort 
against the entrance of their enemies through 
the passageway there were two doors guard- 
ing it, the one without and another set some 
twenty paces back. To unlock this second 
door meant additional time. The fastenings, 
too, were even stronger than those of the 
outer door. Would her strength be sufficient 
to cope with them ? 
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She sped along through the gathering dark- 
ness, for now the light that entered by means 
of the opening within the fort had begun to 
wane. Soon there was only blackness around 
her. But as the passage was straight and de- 
scended gradually, and the walls were only a 
few feet apart, she had little difficulty in 
making her way. 

She ran onward through the darkness. 
Was she gaining upon the soldiers ? or were 
they every moment coming nearer and nearer 
the outer opening? Would she win in this 
struggle for a life, or would they ? She dared 
not let herself think of the awful thing that 
would follow their coming upon the young 
Spaniard at the door of the passageway. His 
stricken condition would make no appeal to 
them, for had not each man there taken upon 
himself a terrible oath, the nature of which 
she knew only too well ? 

She was now approaching the inner door of 
the passageway. She could tell this by the 
distance she had come and also by the faint 
beams of light that began to pierce the dark- 
ness ahead of her. 

She reached the door and felt for the great 
key. It seemed to her an age ere her hand 
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came in contact with the massive lock. She 
felt carefully, but swiftly along its surface. 
There was no key 1 Her fingers touched the 
opening where the key should be, but was not. 
She was overcome by the discovery. What was 
she to do ? The fact was only too evident. The 
great door was locked and the key had been re- 
moved 1 No doubt it had been carried to some 
place within the garrison by her father's orders. 
For the moment it never occurred to her that 
the door might be unlocked. When, after a 
space, which seemed to her many times longer 
than it was, she followed an impulse and tried 
the bolt, she well-nigh cried out in her joy at 
the discovery that it was unlocked ! But 
there was yet the great bar across the door. 
How was she to remove that ? 

She began to tug with all her strength at 
it. It was at that very moment she caught 
sounds that made her heart beat with terror. 
The soldiers were in the gorge. It was their 
voices she heard. It was true they did not 
sound very near, but there was evidence that 
the men were approaching the mouth of the 
excavation. 

She tugged again desperately. There I the 
bar yielded at last, but as it fell away there 
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was a rattling of chains that struck terror to 
her heart. In her excitement she believed 
that it must surely be heard by those with- 
out. 

She pulled the door aside and sprang 
through the opening, taking time^ even in 
the midst of her haste, to close the door be- 
hind her. She heard it catch with a sound 
that in her highly-wrought state seemed 
greatly intensified. 

It was now not many paces to the outer 
door. She could plainly see the light shining 
in through the iron gratings. As she moved 
swiftly toward it, another fear took possession 
of her. Suppose that the key of this door 
had also been taken away ? She knew that 
the door was locked. She would not permit 
herself to answer, but fought vigorously 
against even the thought of such a calamity. 
As she reached the door, and found the key 
hanging there on its hook, the reaction from 
doubt to certainty left her weak and trem- 
bling, so that she could barely stand. But in 
a moment or so she recovered herself 

She was about to reach for the key when 
that happened which caused her to spring 
back again and to crouch at the side of the 
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grating beyond the range of eyes peering ^ 
within. For at that very moment, when her 
hand had been upon the key, she had heard 
the clanking of swords and the voice of Oscar 
as he approached the door. 

In that one brief space she lived through 
hours, it seemed to her. All the terrible trag- 
edy that was about to occur was enacted be- 
fore her eyes. She saw the young Spaniard 
lying stricken and helpless at the door of the 
passageway ; the soldiers approaching grim, 
determined) on the search for the enemy such 
as he. They were each bound by a terrible 
oath to slay without mercy. There would be 
no appeal to them even in his helplessness. 
He must die. Already she could hear his 
pleading cries, the groans of agony with which 
his young life went out. She saw, too, his 
body borne by those grim men to the fort, on 
the point of their lances and laid there in the 
quadrangle, face upward to the pitiless sky, 
where all might look upon it and know that 
one less of their hated enemy lived. Yea, she 
could see and hear all this, and even more in 
the brief period that the soldiers were ap- 
proaching the door from the moment she had 
heard their swords clank. 
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" It seems to be all right in here." 

It was Oscar Retzel's voice speaking through 
the grating. He had his face against the bars 
and was peering in. 

" The door hasn't been tampered with 
either," endeavoring to shake it. 

" But all the same," he continued, " we'll 
make the inspection from the fort side. The 
commandant wants things thoroughly in- 
spected though they may seemingly be all 
right." 

Louise dared not move. She scarcely dared 
to breathe. It seemed to her that he must 
hear her anyhow, for had not the door been 
between them she could have reached out her 
hand and almost have touched him. 

" We could not help but feel apprehensive 
after that upon which we came." 

He had turned away from the door now, 
but he lingered near as he continued speak- 
ing. 

" But that is over now. I am content with 
the situation, as I am sure also are you." 

Louise listened with strained hearing for 
every word. It seemed to her what with that 
terrible throbbing in her head and the fierce 
beating of her heart the noise was such she 
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must lose a part of what he said. But not 
so. Each word came to her with distinct- 
ness, and how each tortured her 1 Terror and 
astonishment struggled for the mastery — ter- 
ror at the proximity of the soldiers and all 
that it meant, and astonishment with refer- 
ence to the young Spaniard. What had be- 
come of him ? Every moment she expected 
to hear the cry of the soldiers as they fell upon 
him. She had helped with her own hands to 
get him to the opening. In truth, she had 
left him lying almost across it. Where then, 
was he ? What mystery was here ? for mys- 
tery it assuredly must be, since he had ap- 
peared utterly unable to help himself. 

These thoughts had barely passed through 
her mind when another presented itself that 
caused her to tremble with terror. It came 
through words spoken by Oscar. He had said, 
"We could not help but feel apprehensive 
after that upon which we came." What else 
could these words mean save that they had 
found the young Spaniard ? Alarmed by their 
approach he had no doubt made desperate at- 
tempt to crawl away, hoping to conceal him- 
self in some angle of the cliff, had been seen, 
captured and slain. His presence had of 



118 The Little Lady of the Fort 

course made them apprehensive of the prox* 
imity of others of his kind. 

In the chaotic state into which this train of 
reasoning had thrown her mind, Louise had 
no space therein for a more systematic arrange- 
ment of her thought. She did not stop to re- 
call that there had been no sounds indicative 
of such a catastrophe. Neither did she think 
of the signs left by the young Spaniard on the 
sands, a portion of his armor being chief of 
all. Still, the mystery was great, for where 
could the young Spaniard be ? 

She heard the soldiers depart. She listened 
to the clanking of their swords till it was plain 
they were going steadily toward the steps in 
the side of the cliflf. They evidently were 
about to climb to the summit again. This 
meant that they would soon be coming through 
the passageway from the direction of the fort. 
What she was going to do she must do quickly. 
She would at least find out if the young Span- 
iard were really dead. There would be blood, 
and she shuddered as she thought of that. 

She reached for the key, put it hastily into 
the lock, and, applying all her strength, turned 
it after a moment. Next there was the heavy 
bar to be displaced, but as this worked by an 
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attachment that operated like a lever, she did 
not find it so difficult. The bar, after being 
dislodged, did not have to be entirely removed. 
It swung downward by the side of the door, 
ready again to be replaced by the same attach- 
ment. 

As Louise passed through the opening she 
began not only to look about her cautiously, 
but also to call softly. She did not know his 
name, so she could not use that. Instead she 
said, " I am here 1 Where are you ? " 

Two or three times she repeated the last 
sentence, and still there came no sound of re- 
ply. In her intense excitement she did not 
realize that she scarcely spoke above a whis- 
per, and a husky whisper at that. 

She went straight toward the river bank, 
only pausing long enough to look from side 
to side about the opening. Had there been a 
voice near at hand to answer her, in the swift- 
ness with which she turned to go away, she 
would not have heard it. 

She reached the mouth of the excavation 
and passed outward to the strip of sand. She 
did this cautiously, hugging the embankment 
as she went, and taking care not to expose 
herself so that she could be seen from the cliff 
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above. There was the spot where she had 
found the young Spaniard, but to her surprise 
the portions of his armor she had helped to 
remove were not there. How many times 
since she had deplored the carelessness with 
which she had left them there ! 

" Our men must have' taken them away," 
she said to herself, ** and they must have slain 
him ! for what else could this mean ? " 

Yet there was no sign of blood, neither here 
nor along the way back to the entrance of the 
passage. She looked more carefully now, and 
over a more extended area. 

Again she called, " Where are you ? Where 
are you ? " 

Her heart gave a great bound as she caught, 
faintly, yet unmistakably, an answer now to 
this call, " Here ! '' 

She repeated the cry, and again the answer 
came to her, more distinctly now and nearer. 

She sprang in the direction, and there, lying 
not far from the entrance was the young 
Spaniard, and to her joy he appeared un- 
harmed. But she saw that he was weaker 
than when she had left him, and he was still 
suffering intensely. She could tell this by 
the spasms of pain that crossed his face. 
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" Where were you when I passed only a few 
moments ago?" she asked him, "and ho# 
was it our soldiers did not find you ? " 

Even in the face of the urgency to make all 
speed possible, she could not forego the ques- 
tions, so great was her wonder. How had he 
escaped their eyes and hers ? 

'^ I heard them coming," he said, answering 
her quickly, yet feebly. " I knew it was life 
or death for me. Desperation, I suppose, gave 
me strength to do what a moment before had 
seemed impossible. I moved myself and be- 
gan inch by inch to crawl nearer that cleft in 
the cliffl It was my only chance, I real- 
ized. It is a mass of ferns, as you see, and 
I had the hope I might successfully conceal 
myself within them. It seems I was not mis- 
taken." 

He closed his eyes for a moment, then 
added : 

" I heard you call and saw you pass toward 
the bank, then I knew " 

He paused as though ashamed to proceed ; 
but she had caught his meaning. 

" You knew I had not sent them I " she 
cried. Then as she looked down at him her 
eyes overwhelming him with reproach, she 
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added, " Oh, how could you think that other 
thing of me?" 

" I know not. I despise myself now that I 
did. I beg you to forgive me." 

" Was that why you did not answer me 
when I first called?" 

" Nay, I did answer, but you went so 
rapidly I could not make you hear. I was so 
afraid you would go away again through the 
passage without having found me, I crawled 
back as desperate as was the undertaking. I 
know not if I have added to my injury, but 
the fear is with me that I have." 

" But come," she said quickly, and with a 
return to her excited state. " There is not a 
moment to lose. We must get within the 
passage. Still, I must tell you it is not with- 
out danger. There may be even greater than 
that which you have already faced. But it is 
your only chance. Come, let us hasten. Time 
presses, and lo, that which I fear is almost 
upon us." 

All the while she had been speaking she 
had made swift effort to draw him nearer, 
then within the passageway. To her joy she 
succeeded better than she had hoped. 

*' The danger I fear," she continued speak- 
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mg to him, '' is that this passageway will soon 
be inspected by our troops. Indeed, the men 
are even now on their way hither." 

*' Then I am lost I " he cried. 

The despair in his voice went to her heart. 

" Nay, say not so," she begged. " A chance 
remains for you. There is an arm to the 
passage, a route that was first excavated, then 
abandoned, because it was found to cave 
badly. It is now partly filled up." 

She had turned to relock the door and put 
-the bar in its place. 

" It is not many feet away. Courage I we 
shall soon reach there I " 

But as she spoke, she caught a sound that 
brought terror to her heart. It was the tread 
of soldiers' feet I They were even now in the 
passageway 1 



CHAPTER IX 

THE FLIGHT THROUGH THE PASSAGEWAY 

" Courage 1 " she said again to the young 
Spaniard, and spoke it firmly, though her 
heart was beating so it well-nigh suffocated 
her. " Make every effort you can to help 
me," she plead. " I shall need it. The way is 
rough. It will be hard to get you there, at 
least to where you can be concealed." 

To reach this arm of the passage she had 
to cover fully half the distance to the second 
door. Already she could see the flambeaus 
of the approaching soldiers. 

She strained at her burden with all her 
might. He groaned in the anguish it gave 
him. 

" Oh, try not to do that again," she begged. 
" I know this is torture for you, but I fear me 
they will hear you. They are so near." 

Yes, they were very near. She could hear 
their voices plainly now, even distinguish the 
words they spoke. 

She struggled bravely forward. He, too, 

134 
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hearing the soldiers, and fully realizing the 
terrible danger that menaced, made heroic 
endeavor to speed her efforts. No groan 
escaped him, though there was torture in 
every inch of the ground over which they 
moved. 

There they were at last within the aban- 
doned arm of the passageway I but only a 
little more than within it. At that very mo- 
ment the soldier leading raised his flambeau, 
peering intently through the bars into the 
space ahead of him. 

Louise gave a start as she saw his face, and 
only her presence of mind saved her from 
making exclamation. The soldier was An- 
toine! Afterward she learned that Oscar, 
on returning up the cliff, had slipped and 
hurt himself badly. 

Well she knew she had cause to fear 
Antoine's inspection more than that of Oscar, 
for he never did things in any slipshod way. 
She could see him plainly, but she felt as- 
sured he had not seen her, as the angle of the 
wall protected both herself and the youth 
she sought to save. But once the soldiers 
had passed the doorway, this would not be 
the case. 
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'' I thought I heard a noise/' said Antoine. 
" It is rats, I suppose, or maybe bats. Well, 
the passageway is a gloomy place despite our 
flambeau, and I for one am always glad when 
the inspection is over. I wouldn't like to 
pass even a few days here," and he shud- 
dered. 

For some reason he was lingering at the 
door, and a prayer of thankfulness went 
upward from Louise's heart. It gave her 
another space of time in which to draw the 
wounded boy still further behind one of the 
mounds of earth caused by a cave of the 
wall. Then she crouched near by, with 
every faculty on the alert and scarcely daring 
to breathe. 

" Why, the bar is down ! " exclaimed An- 
toine, giving his attention now to the door. 
" This is strange ! The last squad must have 
been very careless. I must speak to the com- 
mandant. He doesn't want this door locked 
and has taken care himself to remove the 
key, but he does wish the bar always re- 
turned to its place. In fact, it is his order 
Bear this in mind, men, will you ? " 

" Yea I Yea 1 " they answered as with one 
voice, then one spoke : 
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" We were none of us, sir, with the other 
squad." 

" That's all right then. But I am telling 
you now that you may be more careful in the 
future." 

" That we will, sir," heartily. " We know 
the commandant must be obeyed. He isn't 
tyrannical, but he means what he says." 

They had opened the door now and were 
coming through. To Louise it seemed as 
though the rays from the flaming knot of 
pine Antoine carried penetrated every corner 
of the earthen mounds among which she and 
the young Spaniard were crouching. The 
soldiers would assuredly pass into the open- 
ing and discover them I But no, the men 
moved on without even turning their heads 
in the direction. 

They reached the outer door, gave it close 
inspection, then shook it as vigorously as 
they could. 

" There's nothing wrong here," Louise heard 
Antoine say. " I wish everything about the 
fort were as secure as this. The passageway 
has been a great thought on the part of our 
commandant. If we are hard pressed in the 
garrison, we can escape through here to the 
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river and to the ships that are now being 
built in their hiding-places ; thence to the 
sea and freedom I " 

Louise could have cried aloud to stop him 
as she heard these words. The Spaniard 
was learning one of their most cherished 
secrets. How distressed, how guilty she felt, 
when she recalled that it was through her he 
was listening I Yet the question came to her 
promptly, how could she have acted other- 
wise ? Could she have left him to die upon 
the beach? Nay, worse, have abandoned 
him after that piteous appeal, to be the prey 
of wild beasts? 

The soldiers were returning. Now, indeed, 
the critical moment had come, for would not 
Antoine order an inspection of the unused 
arm of the passage ? If he had the least sus- 
picion that all was not right, he assuredly 
would. Louise knew him well enough to be 
certain of this. 

She heard their tread as they came slowly, 
walking two and two. There I they had 
stopped I They were now standing before the 
entrance. Would they merely look in and 
pass on? or would they come for closer 
inspection ? Louise dared not raise her head. 
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She did not dare even to turn her chin 
sufficiently to peer at them through the cor- 
ners of her eyes. Every instant she expected 
to hear the cry with which they were dis- 
covered. 

Just at that moment the light flashed in a 
circle above her eyes. She was obliged to 
notice it, as it dazzled her in the passing. 
Her heart gave a great bound. It seemed 
to have been caught in her throat and to be 
choking her. Now, indeed, were they dis- 
covered! If she could only have known 
it then, that the flashing of the light up- 
ward was their salvation ! For, the shadows 
were cast beneath, over the floor of the 
chamber where they lay concealed while 
the upper portion was clearly before the eyes 
of the soldiers. 

" A fine hiding-place," said Antoine, " and 
a trap, too, as I believe it still caves at inter- 
vals. I wonder the commandant hasn't had 
it closed. I think I'll take the liberty of call- 
ing his attention to it. We must go in a 
little farther, men, enough to satisfy ourselves 
at least." 

" Oh, no need of that, mon comrade," spoke 
one of the soldiers in protest. "It is a 
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regular bat hole and nothing more. Take 
my word for it. There I our light is causing 
them to stir even now. We'd better go away 
from here ere they make more determined 
effort and leave us in darkness." 

'' A thing we would not at all relish, eh, 
mon comrade ? " 

" By no means, my friend." 

"Then let us go. The cave is gloomy 
enough without having the darkness with 
which to contend." 

Now, indeed, Louise began to breathe freely, 
for they had turned away and were approach- 
ing the inner door. But in a moment all the 
courage that had so far sustained her fled 
precipitately and left her weak, helpless, over- 
come by that which now confronted her. In 
the midst of her plans for the preservation of 
her wounded foe, of the thoughts of herself 
and of how she was to get safely through with 
all that lay before her, there had never pre- 
sented itself even a hint of a disaster that 
might befall, and with which she now stood 
face to face. 

The soldiers passed through the door, An- 
toine being the last. As he, too, stood within, 
he turned and, pushing the door shut, fixed 
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the bar in its place with a clang that sent a 
shock through Louise, almost paralyzing her 
with terror. Amid all her plans and thoughts 
never once had she entertained the idea that 
she might be shut within the passageway. 
Yet here she was imprisoned, held hard 
and fast, helpless now to do aught for the 
young Spaniard. In truth her present pre- 
dicament but heightened her chances of dis- 
covery, for only by getting safely back within 
the fort again could she execute her plans for 
his safety. Apart from this, the situation 
was now one of deep gravity for herself 

For one desperate moment the impulse 
came to fly to the barred door, to call loudly 
after the retreating soldiers, imploring of 
them her release. But to do this meant sus- 
picion, questionings, then, no doubt, investi- 
gation and discovery. It was true that for 
her sake Antoine would, in all probability, 
forego, in the presence of the soldiers, the 
close questions she dreaded. But her appear- 
ance thus in the passageway, above all, her 
excited manner, for well she knew at this 
moment she could not control herself, would 
assuredly arouse suspicions within the minds 
of the soldiers that could not fail but lead to 
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disastrous results. No ; that course was not to 
be thought of even though to refuse it meant 
a desperate strait for herself. 

But now a thought of the outer door flashed 
to her mind. How foolish of her not to have 
thought of this before I 

Certainly she could let herself out by that, 
then, picking her chance, return and secure 
its fastenings. There would be no danger just 
at present to the fortress, since the inner door 
was securely barred. 

But even while these thoughts were im- 
pressing themselves upon her mind, she 
caught a sound that caused her heart to sink 
again with terror. It was the footsteps of 
one returning, or was it more than one ? 

She lay silent, listening acutely, living 
many hours in that brief space. What did this 
mean? What forebode? Had Antoine al- 
ready regretted his failure to examine closely 
the abandoned arm of the passage, and were 
they returning for this purpose ? 

She heard the bar removed, the door opened 
again, then Antoine's voice speaking to a sol- 
dier who had followed him. 

" There is no need for you also to return, 
Charles. Go back to the others. It is only 
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a little thing to be done, which I can easily 
do. The remembrance escaped me for a space 
that the commandant had directed that the 
key of the outer door be also carried to 
him.'' 

As the words reached Louise they caused 
her to shiver as though an icy draught had 
suddenly struck her. Now, indeed, was her 
situation desperate. The key of the outer 
door was to be removed ! Antoine had come 
for it. 

"But you have given up your flambeau. 
You will be in the dark," remonstrated 
Charles. 

" Hoot, man I I am no baby to be afraid 
of the dark. Return you quickly to the 
squad and tell them it is the commandant's 
order that Lescarbot and Jean Challeaux are 
to report for duty on the east wall and Pierre 
LaClerc and Andre Thevet on the south one." 

" Yea, yea, sir," replied the soldier. 

Louise rose up swiftly, a desperate resolve 
making taut every muscle, every faculty 
acutely alert. Well she knew that there were 
ninety-nine chances against the one in that 
which she contemplated. 

As he passed through Antoine swung the 
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door open, steadily striding toward the outer 
one. 

Louise waited until he had reached this 
door, then, with a whispered word to the 
young Spaniard, she moved cautiously around 
the mound, yet swiftly, and toward the open- 
ing that led into the passage. There she 
paused, hovering behind the angle of earth, 
her eyes fastened intently upon Antoine. 

He was standing now, peering outward 
through the bars as though something had 
attracted his attention. This was the very 
moment for which Louise had hoped. But if 
he turned an instant too soon from the door, 
vain indeed would be the hope she cherished I 
For the success of her flight over that space, 
between her and the opened inner door, de- 
pended on the length of time Antoine would 
keep his back turned. 

With a prayer for strength and help Louise 
gathered all her courage and sped swiftly, and 
noiselessly, she hoped, but not altogether so. 
Indeed, she was no more than through the 
doorway when Antoine turned, as though at- 
tracted by her flight. Luckily for her his 
eyes were partially blinded by the deeper 
light into which he had been gazing. But 
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his quick ear had caught the sound of her 
flighty though as yet it was not clearly defined 
to him. However, it disturbed him to the 
extent that he grasped the key and started 
rapidly in pursuit. For despite the glamour 
in his eyes he could have taken vow that he 
had caught also the faint outlines of a flitting 
form. But so vague were they as to give him 
doubt as to whether they could have belonged 
to person or animal. 

Louise heard him coming, and the sound of 
his footfalls told her he was moving rapidly. 
Fortunately she was now beyond his vision, 
swallowed up in the more than semi-darkness 
of the interior passageway. Her desperate anx- 
iety lest she meet with detection had caused 
her to make the blunder that was now costing 
her dear. She had moved with too much 
haste to move cautiously, and thus the very 
thing she had sought to avoid had been 
brought about. He had discovered her 
flight ! 

Louise heard him close the door with a 
clang and rapidly replace the bar. Then she 
knew he had turned to speed after her along 
the passageway. But his pause had given 
her more time. 
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Yet how was she to elude him ? It seemed 
impossible that she could. Even if she 
reached the opening within the fort ahead 
of him, should she succeed in altogether escap- 
ing him, would there not be other eyes to 
note her sudden emerging from the passage- 
way and many tongues to tell him ? What 
comment, too, would be aroused by this 
escapade of hers I for as such the whole fort 
would look upon it How, also, was she to 
account to her father and Antoine for her 
presence in the passageway under such cir- 
cumstances as had attended it ? 

She lived through days and weeks of tor- 
ture as she sped onward through the passage. 
She knew that Antoine was gaining upon 
her. She could hear him now plainly, as* she 
was sure he must in turn hear her, though 
she was striving to move with as little noise 
as possible. 

What was she to do ? She must take some 
action. Discovery must not come if there 
was any power whereby she might prevent it. 

Many desperate thoughts and more than 
one plan flitted through her head as she sped 
onward. She thought of flattening herself 
against the side of the wall. Perhaps he 



The Little Lady of the Fort 147 

would go by her without discovering her. 
But she knew better almost in the moment 
of supposition. The passage was not wide 
enough for this. Then the thought of an- 
other desperate measure came. Overhead, at 
intervals, there were beams holding the earth 
in place, and supporting them large pillars 
projecting for a foot or more each side of the 
beam. She might climb to one of these and, 
bending her body, lie there in a cramped posi- 
tion. The plan was no sooner conceived than 
she realized its futility. Even if she had the 
strength for the climb, which she had not, 
spent as she was from running, she would not 
have time for the eflfort. 

One last chance suggested itself. This re- 
quired neither time nor effort, at least not 
enough time to be worth estimating. There 
was one of these pillars, and Louise believed 
that she had not yet reached it, about one- 
third the distance in from the fort, from 
around which, for some reason, the earth had 
been excavated. If she could reach this in 
time, might she not turn aside into it, and 
thus conceal herself as Antoine went by? 
She moved rapidly, her hand extended in 
desperate search for the opening beside the 
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pillax. She did not bear Antoine now. Had 
he slackened his pace? or had she gained 
upon him more than she knew? The 
thought that she had gave her renewed hope. 
It made her feel, too, that her last plan for 
safety might prove successful. But as she 
moved on, feeling one pillar and another in 
vain for the opening beside, her hope was 
quenched at last in the flood of despair that 
surged upon her aa she realized that the 
haven she sought had been left behind I At 
that moment, too, her eyes caught the gray 
streaks of light struggling in from the open- 
ing. All waa assuredly lost, for she could 
hear Antoine now plainly. But just when 
despair was at its greatest and she felt herself 
sinking beneath the load of all that pending 
disclosure would bring to her, that occurred 
which caused the star of hope to burst forth 
again and radiantly. 

There was a sharp yelp of delight and a 
shaggy body came tumbling against her, to 
leap upon her the next moment bestowing 
boisterous caresses. 

"FroUo!" she cried. "Frollol Oh, the 
Good One Himself has surely sent thee ! " 

For as her arms had gone around the dog's 
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neck with swift movement, in the same space 
of time there had flashed upon her a plan 
whereby she might yet be saved. 

She drew the dog swiftly toward the open- 
ing, pausing only when they were well within 
the circle of gray light. Not until then did 
she permit the dog to give full expression to 
his joy at finding her. Then, too, she called 
lightly, gaily now, although her heart was 
beating almost to sufibcation. 

" What is it ? Who runs thus through the 
passage? You surely wouldn't frighten a 
poor dog quite out of his wite ? " 

She was standing expectantly as Antoine 
loomed up out of the shadows. He had un- 
doubtedly not progressed very swiftly for had 
he done so, her plan would have been impos- 
sible. But that he had moved with speed his 
appearance gave evidence. 

"Oh, it is you, Monsieur? What has 
happened? Why were you coming at this 
pace ? You surely do not want to give my 
poor dog a fright that will last him his life- 
time?'' 

" The dog I " he ejaculated, and looked at 
her as one mystified. " Why, was it the dog ? 
and I thought " 
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But he did not say what he thought. In- 
stead he looked very foolish. Then he added, 

" Come here, Frollo, you rascal I I feel that 
I owe you a cudgeling for the exercise you 
have given me 1 " 

But the dog would not go to him. He pre- 
ferred to be fondled by Louise. There was 
naught that he knew for which he should be 
punished. His was not the guilty conscience. 
Poor Louise I how burdened was hers at that 
moment 1 She had wilfully deceived Antoine. 



CHAPTER X 

SUSPICION 

That evening Louise managed to enter the 
passageway from the fort-side unseen, though 
it had taken all her wits dodging one of the 
guards. She was not sure that she had not 
aroused his curiosity concerning her move- 
ments. She bore with her food, a flask of 
water, a little cordial made from the juice of 
the huckleberry, a bandage for his wrenched 
ankle, some ointment, and an undressed deer*> 
Bkin, this last to serve him as a couch. 

She had also been put to her wits' end 
getting together these articles without arous- 
ing comment. She had had among other 
things a close escape from Marie. It was her 
sharp eyes she dreaded most of all. Besides 
Marie was angry with her now. Would she 
not be glad of an opportunity to humiliate 
her? Yea, it was more than humiliation 
Louise knew that she must face if what she 
had done should be discovered. 

She found the young Spaniard feverish and 
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restless, but still inclined to pour out his 
gratitude for all that she had done and risked 
for him. Again he declared to her that he 
would rather die, yea, be torn limb from limb 
by the wild beasts than to do aught to betray 
her or her people. 

" I heard what the soldier said at the door. 
I know now the meaning of the passageway, 
but believe me, Mademoiselle, I would be 
broken upon the rack ere I would breathe 
word of it to one of these men whom, alas, I 
must call my countrymen." 

She felt constrained to believe him. There 
was too much of fervor in his tone to doubt 
that he spoke from his heart. It was not of 
him she was afraid now, but for him. 

She remained only long enough to provide 
for his better concealment, to arrange the 
skin for him to lie upon, and to give him a 
few words of instruction and of caution. 

She had also brought a small candle or two 
made from the berries of the wax myrtle, but 
these she begged him not to use save at such 
times he was sure the soldiers were not about. 
She felt better satisfied as to his concealment 
now, as she had gotten him behind a bank of 
earth, that seemed really to be a part of the 
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wall, but between it and the wall there 
was suflScient space for him to lie without 
being cramped. 

She did not see him again for two days, 
and again the visit was brief and made with 
extreme caution. But she had managed to 
bring more food supplies, water and an 
additional quantity of the ointment, which 
he told her had already done him much good. 
He assuredly was better, for he could raise 
himself now without pain to a partly sitting 
posture. 

He told her of the visits of the soldiers on 
their tours of inspection and of how near 
he had come on the day before to discovery. 
One of the soldiers had even partially as- 
cended the mound behind which he lay \ 

Louise's heart sank when she heard this, 
but she strove not to show him her alarm. 
She could see that he, too, realized the 
danger. 

It was during this visit that she learned 
his name, for up to this time no mention of it 
had been made between them. It was Fran- 
cisco Barcia. He was an only son, but there 
were two sisters. Tears flowed freely again 
as he talked of his home and far-away loved 
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ones whom he had left in a fit of pique, 
wilful, headstrong then, as he had ever been, 
he confessed with shame, when his wishes 
had been crossed. He deserved all that he 
had suflTered, he declared, but he would be 
willing to suffer much more could he see that 
home again. 

Louise cried with him. His woes, his re- 
morse pierced her heart. He was so young, 
and his contrition was so genuine. And 
he was still in such peril ! Well she realized 
it. Oh, how terrible it would be if, after all, 
he were to die here by the hands of her 
people! never to see home, or mother, or 
loved ones again I She felt that the current 
of her own life would be suddenly paralyzed 
should this awful thing occur. 

Three days passed ere Louise saw Francisco 
again. She had intended to see him at the 
close of the second day following the one of 
her last visit, but she had been so successfully 
thwarted in her attempts it had been out 
of the question. 

The danger was growing greater every day. 
She had already drawn suspicion upon her- 
self through her movements. She felt assured 
of this. It had been hard to secure the sup- 
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plies she needed without attracting some 
attention as well as arousing comment. Get- 
ting them to the mouth of the tunnel unob- 
served was another matter that gave her 
serious trouble. She was not certain that she 
had altogether succeeded in this. 

Her time for entering the passage was just 
at dusky or rather at the evening drum beat, 
when she knew the guards were being 
changed. She picked her chance then, slip- 
ping to the mouth of the tunnel unnoticed by 
any one, as she hoped. But, as has been 
said, she was not at all assured of this, for she 
had to move with too much haste to note 
carefully her surroundings. However, so far, 
she had not been accosted by any one, nor had 
she encountered any one in her trips to and 
from the tunnel. The time, however, was 
approaching when she could no longer say 
this. 

Louise knew that there was still much 
excitement in the fort concerning the Span- 
iards. The apprehension with reference to 
their proximity had not subsided. She knew 
also that much speculation had been aroused 
through the finding on the beach of a part of 
the armor of the young Spaniard. The gen- 
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eral belief now was that the soldier to whom 
they belonged had found himself hard 
pressed, probably through the approach of the 
inspecting squad, and had divested himself 
of the articles so as to escape by way of the 
river. 

By the end of the seventh day Francisco 
had so far improved as to make his way to 
the angle of the passage where Louise placed 
his supplies. She did not come within the 
disused arm of the passage now, nor did 
she hold much communication with him. 
He was getting better rapidly. In a few days 
he would be well again, and she could not 
forget that he was one of those who had 
proven the unrelenting foes of her people. 
Though this feeling toward him increased, 
still the desire was ever with her to have him 
get away alive. She could not bear the 
thought of his being slain by her people. 

She had already planned for his departure, 
and she would not know any peace of mind 
until he was safely away. There was a little 
boat hidden beneath the overhanging vines in 
a cleft of the river's bank that he was to use, 
and she had given him minute instructions as 
to the manner of his escape. 
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" I could go to-morrow," he said to her on 
the evening of the tenth day since he had come 
into the passage, " were it not for my ankle. 
I dare not risk that yet, for I fear it has not 
healed sufficiently to steadily bear my 
weight." 

"The danger of your remaining here is 
great," she warned him. " Every hour in- 
creases it. I have the feeling now that my 
visits are not unknown. Twice recently I 
have come upon one of our soldiers just as I 
was about to enter the passageway. They 
must have thought my appearance there at 
that hour peculiar. I fear me, too, they noted 
that my hands were not empty. While they 
are true, good fellows, and my movements are 
rarely questioned by them, because of the love 
and trust they give me, still I live in the ap- 
prehension that something of this may get to 
my father." 

" I would go now, this very moment," he 
said to her with vehemence, " if only to re- 
lieve you of all this that is unpleasant I But, 
Mademoiselle, how am I to make the journey, 
to pass through the great forests that lie be- 
fore me with my ankle still weak, uncertain ? 
It would be but to fall miserably by the way, 
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to perish in the wilderness. Oh, Mademoiselle, 
Mademoiselle, I ask, nay, I entreat let me stay 
here until I am sure of myself, until I have 
made the test and know that my wrenched 
limb has healed sufficiently to bear me on my 
way." 

'* The peril is great, I have warned you," she 
said again, speaking more sharply than she 
intended. " Every minute you linger in- 
creases it. You must go. Oh, I urge you to 
try now to make your escape. Even if you 
get but a short distance away, it were better, 
yea, far better, believe me. You can find 
another place of concealment. The Indians 
will succor you." 

" Mademoiselle, do not so implore me, I beg. 
Let me remain yet a little longer, two or three 
days at best. If I go now I will fail in my 
attempt. I feel it. I know it My unhealed 
limb will refuse to obey me. I shall perish 
miserably." 

"I yield to you," she said at length,, 
"though against my judgment. In three 
days, let it be. But you must depart then. 
There must be no further delay. Listen : 
Three days hence at sunset I will come, bring- 
ing what supplies I can for your journey. I 
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will also secure the key of the outer door. I 
had intended, if you yielded to my persua- 
sions, to return with it to-night. From some- 
thing I discovered this afternoon, I think I 
could have accomplished this an hour hence 
in safety. Once more 1 beg that you will con- 
sider the plan of escape to-night. I have all 
things ready, and I feel assured that at nine 
o'clock I can return with the key." 

She did not add that there was a called 
meeting in the great hall, and that her father 
would be away from his apartment at that 
hour. 

Francisco still turned a deaf ear to her 
pleadings. It was not stubbornness on his part. 
Neither was he unmindful of what he owed 
to her, nor did he feel any the less desire to 
save her all he could. But he realized far 
more than did Louise how much depended on 
those three days of waiting. To start ere his 
ankle was able to meet the demand put upon 
it would be to lose all at the very beginning. 
He could not bear even the thought of that. 

Truth to tell, Francisco had not the remot- 
est idea of calling upon any of the Indians 
for aid. There were reasons why he feared to 
do this. Therefore once he started it would 
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be to keep steadily on his way until he came 
to St. Augustine, where, he had the hope, a 
vessel could be found to bear him home. He 
did not even desire, for reasons also best known 
to himself, to come upon any of his country- 
men by the way. 

Louise remained yet a little longer. It was 
for the purpose of enjoining upon him renewed 
caution with reference to the inspecting 
squad. 

" Now that I can move about," he assured 
her, ^' that danger at least is lessened. I have 
found places of concealment that I am sure 
the soldiers will have no thought of inspect- 
ing." 

" Do not be too assured," she urged. " If 
discovery should come it would be awful for 
you, and " 

She paused ; then, as though determined to 
speak the words, added, " and terrible for me." 

" Oh, Mademoiselle, do I not know it ? Is 
not that a thought that cuts me to the heart 
day by day? How much have I brought 
upon you! What risks there are for you I 
and all because of me, a poor, miserable boy 
broken in body and spirit, confronted by death. 
Oh, where would I have been if your eyes of 
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pity had not looked upon me ? if your heart 
had not melted at my plight ? if your hand 
had not brought me here ? To my dying day 
I shall remember this, and may the future 
deal with me as I deal with you and yours." 

"Hush! not so loud," warned Louise. 
" You are growing excited, hence do not 
realize how you have raised your voice. Your 
earnest words go to my heart. I believe you. 
You would be a wretch indeed, lost to every 
sense of honor and shame if you could 
betray me or mine after you have been 
sheltered here! But remember to be cau- 
tious when you speak ; the very walls may 
have ears." 

She little realized how near were the ears 
in reality. 

She had closed the door, and was partly on 
her way through the passage when a sound 
greeted her that sent a chill to her heart. 
Then it was repeated, and so unmistakable 
was it now she began to tremble a^ though 
struck by an ague. Some one was coming 
through the passageway from the direction 
of the fort It was doubtless one or more of 
the soldiers. She could see faintly now the 
glimmer of a light. She was indeed in sore 
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strait. What was to be done? Discovery 
evidently was close upon her. Her first 
thought was to speed back, unbar the door, 
and find concealment in the disused arm of 
the passageway. But like a flash came the 
remembrance of the predicament in which 
she had been placed before by the barring of 
the door. If she followed this impulse. she 
would assuredly be caught in a terrible trap. 

There seemed to be no other course save to 
go straight" on, boldly meeting those who 
were approaching. Surely she could find 
some excuse to give for being in the passage. 
There was really no edict against it. The 
only thing prohibited was the unfastening of 
the door by hand other than that authorized 
so to do. Well Louise knew the penalty for 
disobedience. In the face of the peril that 
confronted them day by day the commandant 
had to be strict. 

Louise had gone but a few paces further 
when she became aware that those who were 
approaching were not soldiers, at least they 
were not soldiers in armor. She caught 
neither the gleam of their steel corselets nor 
heard the clanking of their swords. 

Who could it be thus entering the tunnel T 
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The question had not more than passed 
thorough her mind when her eyes gave her 
the answer. The on-oomers were women, 
and there were two of them. She had no 
more than become aware of this than with a 
sudden sharp drawing in of the breath she 
realised that one was Marie I Yes, it was 
Marie, and she was slightly in the lead, while 
close to her was an old woman, Toinette by 
name. 

Marie of all others 1 and coming straight 
toward her through the tunnel 1 What was 
the object of this visit? Did Marie suspect 
anything ? Above all, did she know aught T 

These questions passed through Louise's 
mind with lightning-like rapidity. 

The one desire with her was to escape 
Marie's eyes. Had they been other eyes she 
would have gone on. But how was she to 
escape them ? It seemed as impossible as that 
she could call to her aid the magician's art of 
disappearance. Unless she could completely 
annihilate herself there seemed not the 
shadow of a chance that Marie would not 
see her. 

But suddenly through the black night of 
her despair there came the glimmer of a hope. 
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Her hand had touched the very opening in 
the wall beside the great pillar for which she 
had so passionately longed the day she had 
sped through the passageway pursued by 
Antoine. 

Marie had not seen her ^et, she felt assured. 
She was holding her torch high. Thus the 
shadows lay thick upon the floor of the 
passageway, and Louise had crept along cau- 
tiously under their cover. But Marie was 
now very near ; too near for safety. What 
Louise did, she must do speedily. 

With a fervent prayer for help Louise 
slipped into the excavation beside the pillar, 
and stood well-nigh rigid, scarcely letting her- 
self breathe. She was thankful that the 
pillar was of such breadth it partially con- 
cealed her. Still if Marie chanced to turn 
her eyes in that direction as she passed, she 
would assuredly be discovered. 

On came Marie and Toinette. They were 
talking now, and Louise could plainly hear 
what was said. 

" It certainly is strange," Marie was saying. 
" I have made up my mind to find out what 
it is that brings her here. I have noticed 
that she comes about the same time in the 
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evening, and she always has her hands full. 
She does not dream that I have seen her. I 
intended to follow close upon her this even- 
ing, and would have done it, but for the de- 
lay in finding you, Toinette. I did not care 
to come alone, as you know, for " 

"For the commandant's daughter has a 
spirit and a tongue of her own," replied 
Toinette with a sudden little cackle, " which 
the brave lass, Marie, dared not encounter 
alone." 

"So I must needs have you, Toinette, to 
help me in the combat? Yea, that is it," and 
Marie turned to her with a sly chuckle. 

" I wonder you are not afraid, lass. I am 
sure she will be very angry when we come 
upon her." 

" No doubt she will, Toinette, but I feel that 
there is something I must know. All is not 
right. I am sure of this. There could be no 
other reason for her slipping in here this 
way." 

They had now come almost opposite to 
where Louise stood pressed against the wall. 
She waited, well-nigh breathless, for them to 
pass, not daring to raise her eyes lest they at- 
tract Marie's. 
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" But, lass " began Toinette. i 

Marie stopped her. ] 

" Hush 1 " she said. '' Let us talk no more 
lest she hear us. I have the desire to come 
upon her unaware." 

They were now opposite to Louise. At that 
very moment Marie swung her torch down- 
ward, and made as though she would turn 
her head around for an inspection of the wall. 
Had she done so she would assuredly have 
discovered Louise. But a touch upon her arm 
from Toinette and a hurriedly spoken sen- 
tence enchained her attention for the mo- 
ment. 

They passed on, their heads near together, 
their voices murmuring to each other. Louise 
stood motionless until they were far enough 
away to permit her to venture out safely. 
Then she made all speed possible to the 
mouth of the tunnel. 

Her limbs were trembling, her brain in a 
whirl. Marie was in the tunnel! Marie 
hard, unrelenting, and bent on humbling her. 
What might she not discover ? 

Ever since the day she had become so 
offended at Louise's unguarded remark, Marie 
had surlily resisted all efforts to smoothe over 
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matters. Day by day she cherished the 
grudge against Louise, thus causing it to grow 
greater. " I'll get even with her yet," she 
said again and again to herself. '^ I'll make 
her suffer for the way she treated me." She 
barely spoke to Louise on meeting her, and 
that was all she would do in return for the 
latter's advances. 

Louise left the passage with one determina- 
tion uppermost in her mind : Francisco must 
go away that very night 1 Indeed he must 
do it, if she had to force him to it. 



CHAPTER XI 

DISCOVEEY 

So soon as she could calm herself Louise set 
to work with her preparations. First of all 
she must get together a small store of provi- 
sions in addition to those she had carried him 
that evening. He would need them for his 
long journey. And she had promised him 
some ammunition, more of the ointment, and 
a stouter bandage. Next there was the key 
to be obtained from her father's apartments. 
From circumstances about to occur she be- 
lieved this would be the easiest of all. For at 
nine o'clock that evening, there was to be a 
gathering within the great hall of the entire 
garrison, with the exception of such guards 
as safety demanded should be upon the walls. 
This would embrace all who were within 
the quadrangle. The women, too, would be 
there, as they had not been forbidden to look 
on. 

Louise knew that she would have darkness 
in her favor, as the moon did not rise until 
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late. Verily everything pointed to the carry- 
ing out of the plans for the escape of Fran- 
cisco that very night. He must not delay. 
Nay, he should not if it lay in her power to 
move him. 

Her one fear now was of Marie. How was 
she to elude her ? since Marie's words showed 
plainly what close watch had had been kept 
upon her. She had seen Louise entering the 
tunnel, not only once, but perhaps several 
times, herself unseen. There was something 
in this that gave Louise a chilly feeling. But 
she must go on with her preparations in spite 
of everything. Surely she could keep on her 
guard against Marie this one evening. Marie 
had great curiosity. She would certainly 
want to know what was transpiring in the 
hall. But what if Marie made a discovery in 
the passage and all was disclosed ere Louise 
could perfect her plans? Louise would not 
let herself think of this. It was too dreadful 
even to contemplate I 

She lingered for some time around the pas- 
sageway and in its vicinity, hoping to see 
Marie soon return. As a full half hour went 
by, and there was still no sign of her, Louise's 
alarm deepened. What could it mean ? What 



170 The Little Lady of the Fort 
had occurred to detain Marie in the paseage- 



" Perhaps she has returned and I have not 
noted it/' Louise said to herself after a time. 
" I have twice walked away from the mouth 
of the tunnel. She may have slipped hack 
into the quadrangle while my back was 
turned." 

She was going now toward the entrance to 
the tunnel as these thoughts passed through 
her mind. She was no more than ten or 
twelve paces away when she distinctly saw a 
figure emerge from the opening and move 
cautiously along the wall. At the same time 
it went hastily, as though spurred by an 
urgency. The light was too obscure for her 
to more than make out the outlines of the 
figure ; but she saw plainly it was that of a 
man. He had something wrapped about his 
shoulders as though to shield him from the 
chill of the night, and he seemed to walk 
with a somewhat uncertain step. 

Louise was about to hail this figure, when a 
feeling of caution restrained her. It was no 
doubt one of the guards. He had gone into 
the passageway for some inspection. She 
would gain nothing by accosting him. That 
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it was one of the guards she felt assured on 
seeing him, a moment or so later, ascend to 
the wall by one of the rope ladders. 

The coming of the guard from the passage- 
way gave her the feeling that Marie had re- 
turned. Surely it had been without making 
any discovery, or there would already be in- 
dications of it. 

Feeling more assured she began to walk 
toward the main body of the fort. She 
could hear the sounds of conversation and 
the moving of feet plainly within the great 
hall. Already the women had begun to 
gather. Soldiers, too, were wending their 
way thither. She could hear the clatter of 
their swords and the words with which they 
accosted each other. One or two passed her 
now, saluting, as was their wont, their little 
lady of the fort. She gave them good-even- 
ing and went on. 

There was a light burning here and there, 
showing like a great red eye through the 
small grated windows that opened upon the 
quadrangle. 

A flood of light came from the great hall, 
for one of the double doors was flung wide 
open. As Louise approached, she heard a 
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sudden, excited murmur of voicee from a 
group gathered near by. She could see, too, 
that the figures composing it were making 
gestures in accord with the excited tones. 
But she could not catch a view of the faces 
of any of this group as the persons compos- 
ing it were standing without the bar of light 
made by the open door. 

As Louise passed not far away, she heard 
one voice say above the others." 

'' Hush ! do not speak so unguardedly. It 
is a matter for the commandant first of all." 

"Where is he?" 

Louise heard no more, nor did she feel inter- 
ested enough to stop to listen. It was no 
doubt some case of insubordination with 
which the under officers desired her father 
himself to deal. It was upon her father that 
her own thoughts were now centred. 

Was he in his apartment or somewhere 
about the fort? As she crossed the quad- 
rangle she had seen a light burning in his 
room, but this was not always the sign of his 
presence. 

She hoped with all her heart that he was 
not there, for she wanted the key. It lacked 
but a little while of nine o'clock, only some 
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ten or fifteen minutes. Even if he were in his 
apartment now he would be in the great hall 
by nine o'clock, she knew. But there was a 
spirit of restlessness upon Louise. She felt 
that she could not wait even those moments. 
She must have the key now if it were possible 
to get it. She had ceased to plan with refer- 
ence to the supplies she was first to secure. 
Truth to tell, she was almost at the point of 
giving up the eflfbrt to get them. It would 
involve far more than she felt she could now 
undertake. Her one thought was to see 
Francisco and to urge upon him the neces- 
sity of immediate flight. Better, far better 
that he went without the desired supplies 
than to remain another night in the passage. 
The events of the last hour had strung Louise's 
nerves to their highest tension. She was al- 
most beside herself with the dread of what 
might soon befall. 

There were two routes by which she could 
gain her father's apartments, and her own, for 
that matter, for the one opened into the other. 
One route was directly through the main hall 
and up the stairway. The other lay partly 
across the quadrangle, then up a flight of steps 
to the wall, and along the wall to another 
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flight of narrow stairs giving direct access to 
the tower. The latter was much the longer 
from the point at which she now stood. 
Pressed for time as she was, it seemed no 
matter of question as to which route she 
would take. Undoubtedly the shorter one. 
But not so. She had no fancy to pass before 
all those observant eyes in the great hall, not 
now at least, though, for a time, she had in- 
tended it. She turned away hastily as she 
caught the increasing noise of the gathering 
crowd within. 

She crossed the quadrangle without deten- 
tion, and ascended the steps. But she had no 
more than gained the wall, when she came 
face to face with a soldier who was preparing 
to descend. There was no escaping him with- 
out becoming known, for just as she essayed 
so to do he turned the rays of his lantern full 
upon her. 

" Mademoiselle I " exclaimed Antoine Char- 
nissot with pleasure as well as in surprise, " is 
it indeed you as I hoped ? I have searched 
far and near for you within the last half 
hour. None could tell me where you were. 
Surely you have not forgotten your promise 
to our sweet Jacqueline! Even now she 
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come." 



As the words were uttered Louise started as 
though that had appeared before her which 
struck terror to her heart. For with the 
words there came the sudden rush of remem- 
brance that she had promised to spend with 
Jacqueline the hour set for the gathering in 
the hall. 

She turned her face away so that he might 
not see it plainly. 

" I — I am so sorry," she stammered, "but I 
did forget it. Say to Jacqueline I — I cannot 
come to-night, at least, not now," hastily cor- 
recting herself. "There is that I must do. 
I " 

He gazed at her in astonishment. 

"But, Mademoiselle," he said, "certainly 
you do not mean that you cannot go now 
when I have told you that Jacqueline is wait- 
ing; yea, she must be alone unless you do 
go, for surely you remember I informed you 
that your father wished me to be there at 
the opening of the council and to remain 
through it? 

"You seemed so glad to be with Jacque- 
line," he continued. " You assured her that 



176 The Little Lady of the Fort 

naught should keep you from coining. I do 
not understand this sudden change." 

There was great surprise expressed in his 
tones now as well as in his face. 

" I was pleased, and I do want to be with 
Jacqueline/' she stammered again. ^'But 
there is that, as I have told you, that I must 
do. Yea, I must go now, for time presses 
and this that awaits me can take naught of 
delay." 

She felt herself trembling the moment the 
words were out. Had she said too much? 
The fear was with her that she had. Naught 
of intention to go so far had been with her. 
In her desire to free herself from the promise 
to him and Jacqueline the words had been 
spoken ere she realized all they might convey. 

She turned away from him now, making 
haste to proceed on her errand. She could 
see that he was not only surprised, but that 
he was hurt. What might he not also be 
thinking of her strange behavior ? 

She felt the tears about to spring to her 
eyes as she hurried onward, but these were 
chiefly for Jacqueline and for the harsh thing 
she had been obliged to do, her refusal to 
go to her friend. On one thing she had 
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firmly resolved. So soon as Francisco was 
safely away, she would hasten to Jacqueline 
and tell her all. Then she would understand, 
and how ready would be her forgiveness I 

At the foot of the steps set into the stone 
facing of the tower she turned to look back. 
Antoine had descended to the quadrangle. 
She could see the twinkling of his lantern. 
At the same time she heard some one call his 
name sharply. 

There were two apartments in the tower, as 
has been stated, her own and her father's. 
Had she come by way of the great hall she 
would have entered her own first, but coming 
as she had along the wall, it was her father's 
room into which she now came. Everything 
spoke of his recent presence. Indeed the 
apartment looked as though he had just left 
it and hastily. One of his gauntlets was 
thrown upon the table. It lay beside a sheet 
of paper on which he had been writing. 
The ink horn was open, the pen across the 
page as if just dropped there. A blot of ink 
beneath its point was also evidence of this. 
The sentence, too, was broken off in its very 
midst. Things spoke so clearly of her fa- 
ther's presence that she glanced about, almost 
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expecting to see him within the room. But 
he was not there. She was assured of this 
after a moment's survey. The apartment was 
small, and there was naught in the way of 
furnishing to shut him from her view. 

Her great dread was that the key had been 
removed. She knew where it ought to be, 
hanging on its iron hook at the back of the 
receptacle of carved cedar where her father's 
papers were kept. Here was another evidence 
of his hasty departure, for the door of the re- 
ceptacle was swung open, its key in the lock. 
He always closed and locked it when he left 
the apartment. 

She wondered what could have called him 
away so suddenly. Then, remembering the 
commotion upon which she had come in the 
quadrangle, and the words she had heard, she 
felt assured that here was the reason of his 
hasty departure. 

Louise found the key as she had hoped. 
With it in her grasp, she hastened from the 
apartment. As she did so she felt assured 
that she heard footsteps crossing her own 
room. They were, of course, her father's, as 
no one else save he would have obtruded in 
that way. 
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She made haste to get without the apart- 
ment. He must not see her now of all times I 
She fairly ran along the wall, taking care to 
make as little noise as possible. She sped on, 
barely touching the stones with her toes. 
Down the steps she went and into the 
quadrangle without encountering any one. 
The goal before her was the entrance to 
the tunnel. Would she be able to reach it 
unobserved? Above all, would the tunnel 
itself be clear, and could she successfully 
carry out the plans for Francisco's speedy 
escape? 

She moved swiftly across the quadrangle, 
but taking care to be on the watch for any 
chance observer. It seemed to her that 
Marie's eyes were peering at her from out the 
darkness. It gave her a cold sensation and 
caused her to shiver as she pressed onward to- 
ward the mouth of the tunnel. There was 
no one about. With a heart full of fervent 
thankfulness she stepped within the opening, 
and renewed her speed. It made no differ- 
ence that the tunnel was in darkness. She 
knew the way so well by this time she could 
move rapidly without diflSculty. 

She had taken care while in her father's 
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room to provide herself with a couple of small 
candles. But she dared not light them now 
lest their rays be seen. 

She went on swiftly. Every moment was 
precious, she realized. So, too, every moment 
increased the danger by which she was sur- 
rounded. Then she would have no easy time 
with Francisco, she felt assured. Precious 
moments would also be lost reasoning with 
him. But she had made up her mind to lose 
no more than she could possibly avoid. She 
would demand that Francisco leave at once. 
Surely she had the right. 

She was moving so swiftly, and she was so 
occupied with these thoughts, she failed to 
hear sounds that were now plainly developing 
behind her. 

To her astonishment, when she reached the 
inner door, she found it not only unbolted, 
but partly ajar. 

'' Marie I " she exclaimed, and again she 
felt that chilly sensation seize her. 

Did not the door give evidence of sudden 
departure ? What had Marie found ? Where 
was she, and what blow of her devising was 
about to fall ? 

In her terror at all these questions implied, 
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Louise lost control of herself. She forgot to 
be cautious. 

She pushed the door open and sprang 
through the aperture. 

" Francisco I " she called. " Where are 
you ? Francisco I '' 

As no response came to her cry, she re- 
peated it in even louder tones and with more 
insistence. 

" Francisco I Francisco I hasten, hasten ! 
There is that you must be told. Come at 
once I " 

Still there was no reply, no answering 
sounds to echo down the passageway and 
mingle with those that were now increasing 
to the extent that had she not been so 
wrought upon by excitement, she assuredly 
must have heard. 

"Francisco!" she called again. "Oh, do 
you not hear ? Where are you ? " 

She was almost frantic in her desire that he 
should hear, that he should hasten. 

She was now at the entrance to the disused 
arm of the passageway. She took a few 
steps forward, then a cry of terror escaped 
her. She could go no further. The opening 
was blocked. A solid wall confronted her, 
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while everywhere was the smell of freshly 
fallen earth. She could see plainly now, as 
she had lighted her candles. 

" The bank has caved ! " she cried. " Oh, 
what has happened ? " 

She sprang back into the main passageway, 
overcome by the horror of that which now 
confronted her. Yes, the disused arm of the 
tunnel had caved in, the very part in which 
was Francisco's place of concealment I What, 
then, had happened to him? Oh, she dared 
not think of it ! It was too horrible 1 

As she stood there in the light from the 
candles, appalled by the catastrophe, there 
came to her sounds, which even in the midst 
of the horror that now held her in its thrall 
she could not disregard. She raised her head 
and glanced toward the inner door. Then it 
seemed to her that all that had preceded, as 
terrible as it had been, was as naught to this 
with which she now stood face to face. 

A squad of soldiers with lanterns was filing 
through the open doorway. At their head 
she saw her father, and next to him Antoine I 

"Wretched girl I" cried the commandant, 
"do I indeed behold you? and here under 
these circumstances ? 
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"Surround her," he said to the soldiers; 
" but I fear me it is now too late, the mischief 
is already done I 

"What is that in your hand?" he de- 
manded of Louise. " Ah, the key 1 I might 
have known it I but, oh, my daughter 1 1 hoped 
that it would be otherwise I " 

He looked like a man about to fall, but he 
steadied himself after a moment. As he came 
nearer, Louise could see how white he was, as 
ghastly as though death itself had struck 
him. 

" Father I " she said, and made a movement 
toward him. 

" Call me not so 1 " he commanded, re- 
pelling her, and it cut her to the heart to 
see that it was his sword he placed between 
them. 

" I could not believe the things that were 
brought to me of you," he continued, " but 
now it is my own sight that reveals to me the 
horrible confirmation of what before I could 
only dread, but believe not. 

" Speak ! What treason have you concocted 
here ? Who is the wretch you have hidden 
in the very heart of our secret passageway ? 
Was it not enough that you should defy— 
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nay, worse I that you should cast shame and 
reproach upon me, without this last stroke 
which well-nigh overwhelms me ? " 

" Father," she pleaded again, " oh, I entreat 
you speak not so to me. Only let me explain 
to you " 

Again he made the gesture that sought to 
stay her approach to him. 

" I could not believe what was brought to 
me," he continued. " Only when mine ears 
caught the words that you said, the cries that 
you have just uttered; only as I see you 
standing here, unmistakable proof of that 
which has been asserted against you, can I 
give credence to the accusations." 

She turned upon him proudly now. The 
beautiful head was thrown upward with a 
gesture he knew so well. It was as a knife 
turning in his heart when he recalled how 
like to the manner of another it was. 

"Of what am I accused?" she asked 
firmly. 

"Of harboring here one of that hated 
nation that has proven a deadly foe to your 
people," he answered her in a voice fully as 
steady. 

" And who is it that accuses me ? " 
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He hesitated a moment, then, seeing that 
she would not be evaded, made reply : 

" Mademoiselle Challeux. She " 

But she paid no heed to the conclusion of 
his sentence. As he had begun to speak the 
name, his eyes had almost unconsciously been 
directed toward the inner door. 

Louise followed his gaze, and now for the 
first time she saw that Marie was standing 
there. 



CHAPTER XII 

THE COUNCIL 

'' Speak I " said the commandant, as though 
out of patience, his voice rising shrilly now. 
" What excuse have you to oflPer for this iniq- 
uity — ^yea, I will call it such! this offense 
that is as a crime, because of the lives you 
have wantonly placed in peril. Relate to me 
the whole miserable story — now — this mo- 
ment — ^before those who have the right to 
hear it. Oh, wretched girl, what spirit pos- 
sessed you? What demon of perversity 
guided you in an act so rash?" 

" Hear me, father. Nay, do not condemn 
until the story is told. He was hurt, yea, 
wounded almost unto death. I found him at 
the foot of the cliff. He had lain there for 
hours without a drop of water to cool his 
tongue. The night before the wild beasts had 
assailed him. He fought desperately to de- 
fend himself, but they tore his flesh cruelly. 
He besought me piteously to give him shelter 
from them. He was so young, naught but a 

IB0 
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boy; and his heart was so sick of the atrocious 
deeds of the men into whose companionship 
a fit of boyish pique had thrown him. He 
talked so pathetically of the home he had left, 
of the mother whose heart he had well-nigh 
broken through his disobedience. Oh, it 
seems to me it would have moved a heart of 
stone to have heard him ! I could do naught 
else save to shelter him here till his wound 
was healed and he could be again on his way ; 
not to rejoin the soldiers of Spain, as he did 
repeatedly assure me, but to seek the means 
of returning to his homeland loved ones." 

" You not only sheltered him here and fed 
him," the commandant said sternly, " but you 
laid open to him the secret of the passageway, 
its connection with the fort. And not alone 
was this done, but now you have freed him. 
You have opened the door there and permitted 
him to depart, bearing with him the knowl- 
edge of the one mode of escape for us in the 
event that the garrison is overpowered. Oh, 
girl " 

" Father," she said sharply, " he is not 
gone." 

"What! he is still here? Tell us, then, I 
command you, where he is concealed. We 
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must do our duty if you have failed in 
yours." 

" Oh, poor wretch 1 " cried Louise, the tears 
springing to her eyes, " he is beyond your 
vengeance now. Do you not see ? He was 
there I in the disused arm of the passageway. 
But it has caved. Yea, within the last hour 
this has happened." 

Captain La Pierre advanced a few paces and 
saw that she spoke truly. 

" In there ? " he exclaimed. ** Then he has 
perished miserably as a rat in a trap I " 

" I do not believe what she says I " cried a 
high-pitched voice at this moment. "He is 
not in there. She has let him go. I saw him 
in this passageway myself no more than a 
half hour ago. I even talked to him. He 
thought that I was Louie returned, and he 
revealed to me much ere he found out his 
mistake. Her plan was for him to escape this 
very night. He had not agreed to it at first, 
but he was ready then. She was to get the 
key. There I she has it in her hand now. 
She has opened the door I She has let him 
go ! Can you not see ? " 

Unconsciously Marie had advanced as she 
spoke, and now she drew near to her father 
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who was one of the squad. She glanced at 
Louise. As she did so Louise bestowed upon 
her a look that Marie never forgot. For years 
thereafter she would shiver every time she 
thought of it. But to her Louise spoke never 
a word. 

" The matter needs investigation evidently/' 
said Monsieur Challeux. '' This is a serious 
matter, commandant, as you are aware. Even 
though it is your own daughter who is in- 
volved, there is no point of investigation we 
can afford to have dropped." 

The commandant gave him a look that 
well-nigh transfixed him as Louise's had Marie. 

" When I need Monsieur Challeux's advice I 
will ask for it," he said frigidly. "At the 
same time let me say to you. Monsieur, that 
even if it is my own daughter who is accused, 
yours being the accuser, this matter shall have 
as rigid investigation as though it were the 
most subordinate one who had transgressed. 
Let me also assure you, Monsieur, that what- 
ever else may be the charge against her, my 
daughter cannot be guilty of falsehood. I am 
as absolutely assured that she has spoken the 
truth as that I have a soul within me." 

There was an unmistakable murmur of ap- 
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plause at these words, and scarcely a soldier 
there who did not look as though he echoed 
them every one in his heart. Truth to tell, 
there was scarcely one who did not believe 
that, despite the overwhelming evidence 
against her, their little lady of the fort could 
not be guilty of wilful wrong-doing. Her 
story, too, so feelingly told, had deeply moved 
them. Therefore they gave only frowns and 
no sympathy to Monsieur Challeux's observa- 
tions. When the commandant's brave words 
were spoken their hearts were in tune for 
them. Thus they cheered him, and would 
have done so even more demonstratively but 
for the look he suddenly turned upon them. 
It plead with them to help him by their 
silence in the hard path of duty he had now 
to tread. 

All this while Antoine had not looked to- 
ward Louise, neither had Louise, since the first 
glance, directed her eyes to Antoine. But 
she was fully conscious of his presence as he 
stood there not far from her father. He 
looked like one who had received a blow. 
Well she knew that he was covered with 
shame for her. He must realize clearly now 
hgw she had deceived him. What must be 
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his thoughts of her ? She dared not think of 
this. 

" Examine the caved earth well, men," said 
the commandant. " See if there is aught of 
chance to get beyond it." 

" There is none, commandant," announced 
Paul Bruget, after close scrutiny. " The cave 
is general. We shall have to put braces here, 
and at once, or the main passageway itself 
will suffer." 

" Then there is no hope that the — the Span- 
iard has escaped ? that we may get to him ? " 

"None whatever, commandant. He must 
be crushed to a pulp, or at least smothered to 
death." 

Louise's heart sickened at the words. 

" Poor Francisco 1 " she thought, " what an 
end for you after what you had already 
suffered I " Then after a moment she added : 
" Better so than that you should have met the 
awful fate that would have been yours had 
they found you here." 

"He has perished," declared the com- 
mandant, and with his gaze fixed steadily 
upon Monsieur Challeux, "for what my 
daughter tells me I believe. There now re- 
mains but one thing for me. The council 
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has not yet convened. Its proceedings were, 
as you know, delayed by the startling com- 
munication of Mademoiselle Challeux. My 
daughter must be brought before this council. 
It is for that to decide her punishment. 

" Come, Mademoiselle," this to Marie, " for- 
get not that you are chief accuser." 

There was that in his look that made Marie 
wince. She dared not glance toward Louise 
at that moment. 

As they were returning through the passage 
Louise managed to get near to Antoine. 

" Forgive me," she whispered, " that I de- 
ceived you. A life was at stake. I could not 
help it." 

He made no reply. Perhaps he dared not 
trust his voice at that moment. But he leaned 
toward her, and, taking her hand, gave it 
warm pressure. It flooded her heart with 
comfort. 

Straight to the hall went the commandant, 
his daughter beside him, the squad of soldiers 
following two by two. As they crossed the 
quadrangle the flicker of their lanterns, the 
hum of their voices attracted attention, so 
that small groups began to join them. 
Already there - was a wave of excitement 
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throughout the garrison. It had arisen many 
knew not whence nor from what cause, hut it 
was sweeping steadily onward, growing in 
strength and significance every moment. 
For some reason the council had been delayed 
and the commandant had been called hastily 
away. He had gone in the direction of the 
secret passage and with a squad of soldiers. 
At least, such was the rumor. No doubt the 
greater part of the assembly would have liked 
to test the truth of the rumor, but they had 
been enjoined from so doing by the policy of 
the commandant, who had left Monsieur 
Nicholas Gaillard to talk to them with refer- 
ence to the proposed plans for the strengthen- 
ing of the fort. They dared not show Mon- 
sieur Gaillard the discourtesy to turn and 
leave him, led by curiosity, to follow the com- 
mandant. 

But a few there were who had heard 
Mademoiselle Challeux's startling disclosure. 
They had also seen the commandant and his 
squad depart. These were the ones who 
awaited his return in little groups about the 
quadrangle. 

Excitement ran high among them. What 
was it of which the commandant's daughter. 
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their little lady of the fort, stood accused? 
Although they had heard Mademoiselle 
Challeux's words, yet they could not grasp 
their meaning. They were too preposterous. 
Mademoiselle La Pierre, the kind, the aflPable, 
the idol of nearly every man, woman and 
child within the fort. Mademoiselle La Pierre 
accused of harboring an enemy of her people ? 
They could not, would not believe it. There 
was some horrible mistake. 

Thus they stood expectant, excited, their 
tongues moving restlessly, every nerve on a 
strain, until forth again from the tunnel issued 
the squad, the commandant in the lead and 
close beside him his daughter. How proudly 
she walked I How erect she held her head I 
They could see this plainly, even in the dim 
rays of the lanterns. Surely no guilt was 
there I Until they heard from her own lips 
the avowal, they would not believe that she 
had done aught of wrong. 

Straight to the door of the great hall strode 
the commandant, without turning his head to 
the right or the left. There only did he 
pause, and then it was to lay firm, but not 
rough hold upon his daughter's arm and 
push her steadily forward. 
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Monsieur Nicholas Gaillard was bravely 
haranguing the assembly, though his own 
heart was at a low ebb of courage. The com- 
mandant had told him enough to set every 
nerve a-tingle and to make him feel that the 
noise of many waters surged through his 
brain. But like so many others his con- 
fidence in their little lady of the fort was 
unshaken. There might be imprudence, but 
there had been no wrong-doing. The head 
had erred, but not the heart, nay, never the 
heart! All would come right directly, and 
in that strong belief he went on bravely with 
his part. 

With a firm step the commandant held his 
way, still guiding Louise, to the dais on which 
Monsieur Gaillard stood. Not until he was 
almost there did Monsieur Nicholas note him. 
Then he turned with a start, as did many 
another in that assembly, growing suddenly 
white and beginning to shiver as with an ague. 
For there was that which gave them dread 
foreboding, in the expression of the command- 
ant's face, the set of his lips, the manner with 
which he urged his daughter upon the dais, 
and then turned to face the people. 

" Let the council give me heed," he began. 
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Then turning to Monsieur Gaillard, " I will 
relieve you, comrade, from further speaking. 
I am assured you have done well. But there 
is now that of graver moment that demands 
our attention." 

His eyes fell for a space, and those nearer 
him could see that a tremor passed over him. 
But he raised his head again and proudly 
faced them. 

"Only to-night," he resumed, "in fact 
within a half hour of this time, did I become 
aware that a grave offense was being com- 
mitted within the very precincts of this fort, 
and by one of my own blood, nay, by the 
only one of my blood — my daughter." 

Again his gaze was downward, and they 
could hear the sob that caught suddenly in 
his throat. 

He looked persistently away from his 
daughter, yet all eyes now save his were 
upon her. 

" What has she done ? " was the question 
that sped through many minds. " Why has 
he brought her here in this humiliating way ? 
Of what is he about to accuse her ? " 

She looked not at all like one who was 
guilty. With what proud poise she stood be- 
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side him. How erect her head waa heldl 
There was a deep flush upon her cheeks and 
they could see that she trembled slightly, but 
apart from this she was as self-possessed as 
though he had but presented her to them. 

''My daughter has been guilty of great 
wrong," continued the commandant, with 
firmer voice now and in louder tones. " It is 
for you to say what her punishment shall be, 
friends and comrades, soldiers of the garrison 
of Fort Ribaut. But first you shall hear the 
story from the lips of her accuser. Monsieur 
Challeux, I request that you bring your 
daughter hither.*' 

Monsieur was not at all reluctant to reply. 
Truth to tell, he held an old grudge against 
the commandant, and his mean nature took 
delight in seeing him thus humbled. But 
Mademoiselle Challeux seemed not so ready 
herself to obey. She made no movement to 
go forward, even after her father's repeated 
urging. Perhaps she dreaded another look 
from those eyes whose glance still burned 
within her. Her father at last succeeded in 
getting her to the dais, but she would not 
stand where her eyes could encounter Louise's. 
However, she told her story, and in a very 
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clear voice, growing more assured as she pro- 
ceeded. 

There was silence as she concluded ; but in 
a second or so it was broken by an ominous 
murmuring. It was evident that most of the 
words spoken concerned Marie. It did not 
look well for her. She had played the part 
of eavesdropper and spy. She had even rep- 
resented another that her knowledge might 
be more complete. Above all, she had proven 
a false friend. She had betrayed one for 
whom she had avowed a fondness — for Marie's 
devotion to Louise was well known through- 
out the garrison, while her recent change in 
behavior had been noted by but few. 

" You have listened to the story," said the 
commandant. " You have heard how Madem- 
oiselle La Pierre, knowing well the weak- 
ness of this garrison, the stress laid upon that 
secret passageway as our only means of escape 
in the event the fort was captured, has wan- 
tonly exposed all our lives to peril by harbor- 
ing therein one of our hated foes. What I 
ask of you now is to name the punishment 
that shall be meted out to her, yea, I insist 
that it shall be punishment. Let no weak 
sentiment actuate you in this matter. Let no 



The Little Lady of the Fort 199 

thought of me and what I shall suffer move 
you to leniency. She must be punished, yea, 
as though she were naught to me or to you. 
Remember, too," his voice breaking forth 
passionately, *' the oflfense is the same, even 
though Death did rob this man of his knowl- 
edge and the ability to use it against us." 

" Comrade," spoke Nicholas Gaillard with 
a sharp voice, and laying his hand with no 
gentle movement upon the commandant's 
shoulder, *' comrade, what harsh thing is this 
you seek to do ? What gross injustice bring 
about in the name of virtue? See you not 
that you have given her who is accused no 
word of her own, no opportunity to present 
her side of the story. Man, man, you cannot 
proceed in so high-handed a way even if you 
are commandant. There are those here, of 
whom I am but the one among the many, 
who will not permit this gross wrong to be 
done. Even now there are murmurings 
against you. Hear you not them ? It makes 
naught of difference that you are beside your- 
self because of the fact that this thing strikes 
close home to you. The lass must speak, she 
must tell her own story, were she yours, or 
were she but the lowest vixen among us." 
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''Yes, commandant/' declared Ren6 La 
Chere at this moment, his eyes glowing, 
"Monsieur Gaillard speaks truly. You are 
harsh to the lass, nay more, you are grossly 
unjust. You bring forward the accusation, 
but you close her mouth to her own story." 

Then he threw his head back, and, while 
his voice rang out so that every word was 
heard throughout the assembly, declared : 

" I, for one, do not believe this as it is told 
against her. Let her speak for herself. I re- 
serve my judgment until she has spoken." 

By the murmur of approval that followed 
these words, he knew that he had but ex- 
pressed the sentiments in the heart of almost 
every one there. 

" Speak out, lass," he said encouragingly to 
Louise. " Not until I hear it from her own 
lips will I believe that our little lady of the 
fort has been guilty of any wilful wrong- 
doing." 

She gave him a grateful look. Then, urged 
by his words as well as by those of Monsieur 
Gaillard, she threw her head still more 
proudly erect, and, with her eyes fixed 
steadily upon the sea of faces before her, be- 
gan to speak. 
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She told her story with force and pathos, 
even better than she had told it in the pas- 
sage. As she pictured the plight of the 
young soldier, lying helpless and in sore 
straits at the foot of the cliff, as she told of 
the attacks from the wild beasts, and repeated 
his pleas for succor, the contrite words with 
which he had referred to his disobedience, his 
flight from home and the distress of the 
mother whose heart he had wrung, there were 
murmurs of sympathy, and many eyes were 
moist as she concluded. 

" You have heard the story," the com- 
mandant said, as he steadfastly kept his eyes 
away from his daughter and upon the as- 
sembly. " Her own lips have been permitted 
to make what defense they could. No longer 
can the charge of injustice hold against me. 
There remains now but the one thing — ^that 
you pass judgment upon her and set the pun- 
ishment." 

"She deserves no punishment!" declared 
Monsieur Ren6 La Chere with ringing voice. 
" Let not judgment fall upon her. She has 
not our men's hearts of stone to uphold her 
She followed her own, and from it flowed the 
heavenly dew of pity." 
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"Let her go free/' cried more than one 
voice. "She has intentionally done no 
wrong." 

The murmur of approbation with which 
these words were greeted showed that this 
was the sentiment of more than had spoken. 

"Nay, decide not rashly," remonstrated 
Monsieur Challeux. " Mademoiselle La Pierre 
has committed grievous wrong against this 
garrison, whether wilfully or merely reck- 
lessly is not the point in question. The deed 
has been done, the law, nay, laws of this gar- 
rison have been carelessly broken. The com- 
mandant is right when he says that all 
transgressors, whether the highest or the low- 
est, man or woman, shall be punished. His 
integrity is such, his sense of right so scrupu- 
lously defined that he falters not even though 
the punishment fall upon one of his own 
blood. Comrades, you have heard the ques- 
tion of our commandant. What is to be done 
with the accused ? " 

" Out upon you. Monsieur Challeux ! " 
cried a hot voice at this moment, and Mon- 
sieur Nicholas Gaillard took quick step to- 
ward him, his fine old face aglow with wrath. 
" What perverse spirit can have found lodg- 
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ment in your heart to give vent to such words 
as these? Can you not understand? It is 
not at all the desire of the men of this garri- 
son that our little lady should receive punish- 
ment. She haa been careless, I will admit, 
rash even, and she trusted more to that boy 
than he deserved, I am sure — God rest his 
poor soul! — but that she has wilfully and 
maliciously broken law of this garrison, I will 
not agree. Never I Never I For what, then, 
should she be punished ? " 

'^ Monsieur Gaillard is strangely slack in his 
regard for the laws that have been made for 
the protection of this garrison," taunted Mon- 
sieur Challeux. 

•'Not any more, yea, not so much as is 
Monsieur Challeux himself," declared Men. 
sieur Gaillard with broad meaning. 

" What do you intend to assert by that ? " 
demanded Monsieur Challeux bristling. 

He had grown, too, a shade or two paler. 

" Messieurs ! Messieurs I " pleaded an old 
man, making haste to rise so that he might 
both be seen and heard, " let us have no hot 
words, certainly no more accusations." Then 
turning to Captain La Pierre, he added : 

"Commandant, you have brought this 
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thin^ too suddenly upon us. Give us more 
time to think it out. We are not prepared 
now to pass judgment, lest we do wrong either 
one way or another. To-night one week the 
council meets again. Give us until that time 
to consider, to confer with each other, and 
then shall you have the verdict." 

" Well spoken, Fran9oise Bruget," declared 
Ren6 La Chere heartily. "While I myself 
see this matter clearly now, and there are 
others like me, still some are not so prompt in 
forming opinion. Your proposition is there- 
fore the wiser, that time be taken to consider." 

Thus it was agreed. On the following 
Wednesday night, at nine o'clock, the council 
would again come together, and then Louise's 
case would be tried, the verdict passed I 
Until then how terrible it would be for her to 
wait I 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE SIGNAL FROM THE FOREST 

It was even more dreadful than Louise had 
conceived. For while there were many who 
believed her innocent of any real wrong-doing, 
still there were others who passed harsh judg- 
ment upon the deed. She was guilty of 
wantonly placing their lives in peril, and for 
no other reason than that she might succor 
one of their hated foes. Surely an act like 
this deserved censure; nay, more, it should 
be punished. 

Especially did Louise feel the conduct to- 
ward her of Monsieur Challeux and his 
daughter. Not only did they treat her as one 
under a cloud of condemnation, but it was 
also evident that they had influenced others 
against her. 

But by far the larger part of the garrison 
felt only pity and sympathy for their little 
lady. They endeavored to show her this as 
plainly as they could, and they longed almost 
as acutely as she herself did for the day when 
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she would be cleared. For that the council 
would do ought else than decide in her favor 
very few believed. 

Despite this warm support, the time of 
waiting was a time of trial for Louise. Most 
of all she suflTered through her father, for he 
seemed determined to treat her offense 
harshly, to keep her under the ban of his dis- 
pleasure until those with whom he had rested 
her case declared their verdict. He scarcely 
noticed her now. When he did so it was to 
speak shortly. No name of endearment 
passed his lips, not even the familiar one of 
daughter. 

To the proud commandant of Fort Ribaut, 
a thorough soldier and rigid disciplinarian, 
this conduct on the part of his daughter had 
been a terrible blow. To him it seemed that 
he should be all the stricter because the of- 
fender was his daughter. 

Louise visited her father's apartment but 
seldom now ; only when she was obliged so 
to do. She could see plainly that he desired 
to look upon her as little as possible. In 
order that she might save him the sight of 
her, she kept closely to her own apartment. 
She somehow felt that this was what he 
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wished her to do, at least, until the cloud that 
hung over her had been dispelled. 

Only with Jacqueline was there comfort 
now. Ah, sweet Jacqueline! how faithfully 
had she stood by Louise. How like balm 
upon a sore wound were her gentle words, her 
tender caresses. Yea, Jacqueline had not 
condemned, not even from the first, not 
when Antoine, hot against Louise, because of 
her inexplicable conduct, had come to her 
with words of reproach. 

"There is that in it you do not under- 
stand," declared sweet Jacqueline, " but there 
is naught she cannot and will not satis- 
factorily explain. Wait I " 

They had waited, still trusting Louise, and 
all had come about as Jacqueline predicted. 

It was to Jacqueline that Louise went, 
straight after the trying scene in the great 
hall, and upon Jacqueline's knee, with Jac- 
queline's arms about her, that she had poured 
out the full story of the harboring of the 
young Spaniard in the passageway and of the 
woe that had befallen because of the act. 

" Oh, Jacqueline," besought Louise, " what 
would you have done under the same circum- 
stances? How would you have answered 
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those pleas? What treatment would you 
have bestowed had you found him there, as I 
did, sorely wounded and hard-pressed at the 
foot of the cliff? " 

" How would I have acted, dear ? " Jacque- 
line repeated, and now she bent her head very 
near to Louise's that unmistakable emphasis 
might be given to the words she spoke. " I 
would have done just as you did, let my heart 
melt with pity toward him. I would have 
rescued him from those wild beasts had even 
greater issues been involved. Yea, Louie, I 
am sure I would have cast prudence to the 
winds just as you did, and have lost sight of 
everything else save his suffering." 

" Ah, I knew it, Jacqueline I How much 
better I feel now since you have spoken thus. 
You cannot believe that I would wilfully 
have placed my people's life in danger ; that I 
would have done aught to jeopardize their 
chances of safety ? " 

" Nay, Louie, I cannot ; nor will those, be- 
lieve me, into whose hands your father has 
placed the rendering of the verdict. They are 
soldiers, I know, and this life of peril has 
hardened them. Because of their suffering at 
the hands of these men they have sworn, too, 
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a terrible oath. Its badge gleams upon their 
breasts, and they will keep, at any cost, the 
oath that they have made. But, at the same 
time, while their hearts may be rigid in the 
carrying out of that to which they are pledged, 
they cannot, nay, they will not — take my as- 
surance, dear-— condemn a young girl for fol- 
lowing the dictates of mercy, for letting her 
heart govern her instead of her head." 

80 Jacqueline comforted her, and so long 
as she was with her Louise felt her heart re- 
vive and hope speak cheeringly to her. But 
when away from Jacqueline, then the clouds 
settled about her again and despair reigned 
where hope had lifted its sweet face of 
promise. 

Antoine, too, proved her friend fast and 
true. After the first shock, when he had 
stood aghast at what the scene in the passage- 
way disclosed, when he had felt his heart 
stunned by her conduct, especially by her 
deception, Antoine had slowly but steadily 
found excuse for her. He could easily see 
how one of her temperament could have 
acted as she did. Jacqueline had done much, 
too, to bring him to this frame of mind. 

Only through her father did Louise really 
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suflfer now. For while it was hard to bear 
the grievous things that came to her because 
of those who wilfully persecuted her, still she 
knew that these would be as naught if only 
her father would take her back to his heart 
again. Oh, would he never forgive her? 
Would he never believe that she had not wil- 
fully done anything wrong ? 

There was one who noted, and understood 
the terrible hunger of her heart. He saw 
how she was crushed beneath the weight of her 
father's conduct toward her more than by 
everything else. This was good Monsieur 
Gaillard. He strove with all his earnestness 
to bring Captain La Pierre to see this as he did. 
But the commandant was stubborn, inexorable. 
Finally, losing patience with him, his own 
heart lacerated by memories he had recalled 
that he might use them in his plea, Monsieur 
Gaillard had said to him sharply : 

" Very well, go on in your own hard way. 
Too late perhaps you will awaken to the truth 
of what I have said to you ! " Then as his 
face grew strangely white, he added, " When 
you have suflfered as I have you will learn 
how to forgive." 

It was the sixth day after the discovery in 
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the passageway. On the evening of the mor- 
row the council would meet again. Restless, 
unable to bear longer the solitude of her apart- 
ment, and unwilling to burden any one by 
the weight of her woe, Louise moved about 
the south wall of the fort, going at times so 
far as the southeast bastion. 

Directly she felt the impulse to climb to 
the summit of the tower above the apartments 
occupied by her father and herself There 
was a small grated door opening out upon a 
narrow platform. From this point could be 
had a splendid view of the sweeping stretches 
of deep forest. There was, too, through an 
opening in the trees a glimpse of the far-off 
blue ocean. Several times of late she had 
ascended to the platform. The view had a 
fascination for her she could not resist. 

To gain the platform of the tower she had 
to enter her father's apartment. Each time 
she had been careful to do this when she was 
sure he was not there. 

He was absent now, she knew, for she had 
seen him only a few moments before going 
toward the east wall. At certain hours a sen- 
try was posted in the tower ; but he, too, had 
withdrawn only a short time before, as Louise 
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remembered. It was now deserted, she was 
sure. 

The summit of the tower was reached by 
means of a trap-door and a ladder set into the 
wall of the commandant's apartment. 

The trap-door was open, the ladder not hard 
to ascend. Thus Louise soon found herself 
on the little platform. 

With what eagerness her eyes swept the 
forests ! How grand and solemn they seemed ! 
How beautiful, too, with the lights and shades 
upon the trees I 

Between the fort and nearer forest there 
was a clearing of something like three hun- 
dred feet across. Once the ground had been 
entirely bare, but now it was grown up with 
low brush that had principally sprung up 
from the stumps of felled trees. 

As Louise continued to gaze steadily to- 
ward the forest, she became conscious of some 
object moving about near the outer line of the 
trees, just where forest and cleared space 
met. At first she thought it an animal, but 
in a moment or so became convinced that it 
was the figure of a person, though she could 
not see it clearly. The bushes obscured the 
view so that she could catch only the outlines. 
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She still gazed at the figure, wondering 
who the person could be and what he was 
doing there. 

In a moment or so an arm was extended, 
then raised, and a bit of white cloth fluttered 
before her eyes. 

A thought flashed to Louise's mind, fol- 
lowed by two questions : " It is a signal I 
What does it mean? and who is making it? " 

Plainly the thing for her to do was to se- 
cure the attention of some one about the 
fort. She looked toward the sentry on the 
southwest bastion. He was now leaning on 
his musket and gazing straight before him, 
which was directly away from her. She 
called to him, but he did not hear her. He 
was either absorbed in deep meditation, or 
the wind setting away from him failed to 
carry the sound of her voice. 

Again the hand was raised and the signal 
made, this time more vigorously. 

" It is an Indian ! " she said to herself now. 
" I can see more plainly. Evidently he de- 
sires to attract the attention of some one within 
the fort. Doubtless he comes with a message, 
and is afraid to venture nearer until he is 
sure of his reception. I must get the atten- 
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tion of one of the guards, so that he can 
communicate with my father." 

She turned quickly to descend again to the 
wall of the fort. As she did so she saw that 
the Indian had assumed a crouching posture, 
and was beginning to advance under cover of 
the brush. 

She passed through her father's apartment, 
then descended the ladder to the wall, intend- 
ing to walk along it to the south bastion and 
there communicate with the sentry. But as 
she reached the wall she discovered that he had 
left the bastion and was moving with quick 
pace along the west wall. Her better plan 
now would be to seek the sentry at the south- 
east bastion. She preferred this to going 
down into the quadrangle. She never went 
there now if she could avoid it. She feared 
that she might meet Monsieur Challeux or 
Marie. She recoiled, too, at the thought of 
the accusing faces upon which she might 
chance to come. 

She passed again through the apartments, 
and thence out upon the south wall, hurrying 
toward the southeast bastion. Again she was 
dismayed to find no sentry was here. 

Afterward she learned that all effective 
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hands had been hastily summoned to the 
north wall, where her father had found a 
weak spot he desired repaired at once. This 
had left only the one sentry on the walls, he 
who had walked so rapidly away from the 
southwest bastion, and was now standing at 
the northwest angle of the fort. She prepared 
to go around to him when, at that very 
moment, a startling thing occurred, at least, 
it was startling to her at first. 

An arrow sped through the air from the 
direction of the forest, and fell at her feet. 
She gave vent to a smothered cry. Then, 
using her eyes quickly, as was her custom, 
she saw that it was an arrow from which the 
barb had been removed, and fastened between 
an opening in the reed was a sprig of sweet 
myrtle, the emblem of friendship. 

She turned her eyes again tow;ard the forest, 
but could see nothing. However, so soon as 
her gaze traveled back over the partly cleared 
space, she beheld again the Indian. He had 
arisen now from his concealment in the midst 
of the low shrubbery, and was again waving 
his white cloth vigorously. It was evident 
that he desired to enchain her attention, to 
keep her at the spot, for as she sought to turn 
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away again, he made a frantic gesture to her 
to stay. 

" Why, it is Combee ! " she said to herself. 
"What can he want?" 

The Indian continued his gestures. They 
not only plainly entreated her to stay, but 
they said also that he desired speech with 
her. 

Strange to say, however, so soon as he had 
made his meaning clear to her, he dropped 
again to his crouching posture and began to 
worm his way toward the fort under cover of 
the bushes. 

Louise was surprised at this behavior, but 
quickly there came the remembrance that 
Combee, of late, for some reason, had fallen 
under the disapproval of the garrison. He 
had been accused of dealing treacherously 
with his white allies in a transaction with the 
other Indian tribes. His chief accuser was 
Monsieur Challeux, and Louise was aware 
that there were some who thought the lieu- 
tenant rather hasty in his conclusions. 
Nevertheless, Combee was under a ban of dis- 
pleasure. He no doubt was fully aware of it, 
and this was why he wished to avoid recogni- 
tion from the fort. 
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Still, Louise wondered what could be the 
nature of his mission, and why he desired 
speech with her. 

She approached the edge of the bastion and 
leaned over, looking down. She was thus 
screened from the view of the sentry who was 
again on the west wall. 

Combee was just beneath the wall over which 
Louise leaned, and had drawn himself erect. 
Then he spoke her name. It was coupled 
with the plea that she would give ear to the 
voice of one whose heart was sick within 
him. 

He raised his eyes with a pathetic pleading 
that went straight to her heart. What could 
be the matter with him ? What did he desire 
of her? 

" Speak," she said kindly. " What is the 
request you would make of me ? " 

" Combee dwells in the night," he began. 
"The darkness is everjrwhere. There is no 
ray of light to make gladness for his eye. 
But the White Sister they tell me, has that 
which floods the heart with sunshine, makes 
flowers spring beside the pathway, and fills 
all the air with bird songs. The story of it is 
in the little Book, which the White Sister 
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carries with her. Will she not come and read 
it to Combee ? " 

Louise's eyes moistened. She felt inex- 
pressibly touched, for she knew now what 
Combee meant. He would have her read 
from her Testament. 

" The story tells of One," continued Combee, 
his voice low and musical and full of touching 
pathos, ''who can let the sunlight into the 
heart till it sings for joy and all the desolate 
places are filled with rivers of gladness. Oh, 
tell Combee ! tell ! " 

" Tell you the story of Christ, the gentle, 
the good?" she asked reverently. "You 
want to find the way to Him so that it will 
never more be dark with you ? " 

'' Yes," cried Combee, " yes, yes ! It is so 
dark now for Combee. There is no beauty in 
the flowers. Dark, too, is the sky above him. 
Mournful is the song the river sings. Un- 
rest ! unrest for poor Combee day and night I 
day and night! Oh, come where Combee 
may hear without trouble, and tell the story, 
the wonderful story. Read the beautiful 
Book. Not there, but here. If there, some 
one may hear and stop you. Oh, come, for 
Combee longs so to hear." 
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Tears were in Louise's eyes as he concluded. 
The appeal had gone straight to her heart. 

Without further hesitation she secured the 
rope ladder kept in a convenient place on the 
bastion and lowered it over the wall. Then 
she descended. Her Testament was in the 
folds of her bodice, where she constantly kept 
it. 

" Come farther away," pleaded Combee, so 
soon as she had reached his side. "Come 
where the brush is thicker. They will not 
let you talk to Combee if they see you." 

Unhesitatingly she complied. There was 
no thought of danger in her mind. The In- 
dians so far had proven friendly. Even Com- 
bee's offense was looked upon chiefly as an 
effort to advance his one worldly interest. 
He had shown no disposition to do harm to 
any of the whites. Thus Louise followed him 
now without hesitation. His plea was ring- 
ing through her heart. His soul hungered. 
It was her joy to give it food. Besides he 
did not now look at all like the Combee she 
had formally seen. His face was softened; 
there was a different light in his eyes, even 
the tones of his voice were changed. 

There was no doubt in the heart of Louise 
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as to Combee's sincerity. He looked all that 
he spoke. He seemed the very embodiment 
of truth and earnestness. Louise's heart 
yearned toward him. One of the chief ob- 
jects in coming to this wild, strange land had 
been the teaching of the gospel to its savage 
people. Even in this place of hiding, daily 
menaced as they were by danger, this duty 
had not been forgotten nor neglected. Every 
opportunity that presented itself had been 
embraced to tell to these red men the story of 
divine love. Not only the good pastor, Jean 
Barbot, had given this matter his most earnest 
attention, but others had helped him. There 
had been religious services several times for 
the Indians within the outer enclosure. 
Louise had seen Combee twice on these occa- 
sions. 

Thus she readily yielded to his entreaties 
to go where she might read to him undis- 
turbed. She walked on beside him, talking 
in careful tones because of the gestures he 
made her from time to time so to do. He 
seemed in constant dread of their being dis- 
covered from the fort. 

Louise took no heed at first of the distance 
between them and the wall. She was too 
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busily occupied with Combee, with the telling 
of the story, that wondrous story of Christ's 
love to sinful man. It was only when she 
reached for her Testament, and looked about 
for some place where she might sit while she 
read, that she noticed how far she was from 
the fort. 

" Let us stop here," she said. " The brush 
is thick. They will not see you now." 

Combee was reluctant. 

" A little farther," he urged. 

" No," she said steadily ; " there is no need 
to go farther. If we sit, they cannot see us." 

Alas, they could not ! Only the day before 
the commandant, noting how rapidly the un- 
derbrush was leafing, had asserted that it must 
be cleared away. It was not like him to delay. 

Reading to him in part, and in part using 
her own words, Louise told Combee the beau- 
tiful story, the story he had said his heart 
hungered to hear. 

He seemed deeply impressed. His hand 
was upon his heart. His eyes gave hers back 
glow for glow; he kept repeating, "Now 
Combee's heart sings I It sings as the river 
when it leaps with joy to the sea I " 



CHAPTER XIV 

ENTRAPPED ! 

At intervals, while she read, Combee's eyes 
furtively regarded her. Now and then, too, 
unobserved by her, he raised himself for a 
covert glance in the direction of the fort. He 
was restless, uneasy. She did notice this at 
length, but she attributed it to excitement 
caused by that which she had read to him. 

Suddenly, in the very midst of the reading, 
he laid his hand along the edge of the Book, 
exclaiming : 

" It is enough ! Combeef's heart can never 
more be in the dark I Blessings upon the 
White Sister who has brought him the light I " 

Then he paused, and, as his eyes sought the 
ground, he continued : 

" Will not the White Sister come now and 
read to one whose heart is as sick as Combee's 
was? whose hands still grope for the light?" 

She looked at him quickly, and in much 
surprise. 

" Whom do you mean, Combee ? " she asked. 

233 
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" There is another who longs as Combee did 
to have the medicine that heals the sick heart, 
to hear the words from the lips of the White 
Sister that will make his soul sing with glad- 
ness," 

" Then why did he not come with you ? " 

'' He could not. He has fallen by the way. 
As he came he wounded himself with an 
arrow-head imbedded in the soil. He lies 
yonder, weak and lame and sick. When the 
arrow wounded him so that he could not 
walk he crawled upon his knees, till they, 
too, were sore and bleeding, and he could 
no longer go. Now he extends beseeching 
hands to the White Sister, entreating her to 
come." 

She was inexpressibly touched. 

"Where is he, Combee?" 

"Over there, just beyond the trees. His 
heart was torn with despair when he found 
he could go no further." 

She stood up and looked about her. 

" How far is it to where he is, Combee T " 

Ere replying, the Indian made haste to get 
on the other side of her. He was now be- 
tween her and the fort. Then he replied : 

" No further than the White Sister could 
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throw the small stone that lies there at her 
feet." 

" Then let us go, but we must hasten, for I 
have already been away from the fort longer 
than I should." 

They had taken but a few steps forward 
when a drum began to beat. He knew what 
it meant as well as she. It was a signal for 
the posting of guards. In a few moments 
each bastion would have its alert sentry. 
Four pairs of searching eyes would then be 
scanning the forests. 

Instinctively Combee reached out to place 
his hand upon her arm. He also quickened 
his speed. 

" Let us go with more haste," he entreated. 
" If they see you, they will cause you to re- 
turn. What, then, is to become of him whose 
soul is sick unto death ? " 

They reached the edge of the forest. 

" Are we not almost there ? " she asked. 

" Yea, almost, White Sister. It is only a 
few paces now." 

" It seems to me that we have come much 
farther than the stone's throw," said Louise. 

" Combee meant a stone's throw when the 
hand of the White Sister is strong." 
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There was the indication of a gleam of 
humor in his eyes as he said this, and as she 
caught the expression of his face, Louise for 
the first time felt something like a chill of ap- 
prehension. 

Had she not been very imprudent to trust 
herself so far from the fort ? But when she 
remembered the mission on which she had 
come her heart said nay. It had been stirred 
to its depths by the pathos of the appeals to 
which she had listened. Surely all would go 
well. 

They were now well within the forest. 

" I still see no one," Louise said again to 
Combee. 

"It is because the shadows are deep, White 
Sister. He whom you seek is there beneath 
the boughs of the cedar. Do you not hear 
him groan? his body speaking in anguish 
while his soul waits with longing." 

" Nay, I do not." 

" 'Tis because the White Sister has yet to 
have the keenness of the Indian's ears. Bend 
the body as Combee does. So ! Now look, 
beneath the boughs. Ha ! " 

The exclamation startled her, but ere 
Louise had time to recover herself, she felt 
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her arms pinioned from behind, while a hand 
was passed over her mouth. Then, without 
power to struggle, certainly with no oppor- 
tunity to cry out, she was bound and gagged. 

Now, indeed, she realized what had befallen 
her. She had walked deliberately into a 
trap 1 Combee had proven a traitor. He had 
worked upon her most sacred feelings that his 
end might be accomplished. For a few min- 
utes all was bitterness in her heart against 
him. Then gentler thoughts prevailed. Per- 
haps she might yet sow seeds for good upon 
this savage heart. But soon all other 
thoughts were swept out of the way by the 
tempest of harrowing conjecture as to what 
was to be her fate. What was Combee going 
to do with her? Whither would he carry 
her ? What had been his object in thus en- 
trapping her ? None of these questions could 
she put into words because of the obstruction 
over her mouth. 

There were two of the Indians. There had 
indeed been another, as Combee had declared, 
beneath the boughs of the cedar. But instead 
of being a weak and lame Indian, sick unto 
death, as the traitor had described him, he was 
well and strong, a great strapping Indian of 
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full six feet in height. It had been his hand 
that had suddenly fallen over Louise's mouth, 
while Combee had pinioned her from behind. 

They now grasped her between them and 
started off at a quick pace through the for- 
est. But despite that they moved swiftly, 
they moved noiselessly. Louise's feet barely 
touched the ground. The act of moving for- 
ward, therefore, called for very little exertion. 
Still the grip of the Indians upon her limbs 
was painful and they proceeded so rapidly it 
almost took her breath away. 

They seemed to know the woods well and 
to have a definite course in view. That they 
expected pursuit was also evident by the num- 
ber of times they cast glances behind them, 
and in their manner of seeking to leave as 
little trace as possible of their route. 

In the course of an hour or so they had left 
the forest and were making their way over a 
series of marshes covered by shallow water. 
There were, too, stretches of oozy mud. But 
the Indians sought to avoid these. They de- 
sired to cover up their tracks by going through 
the water. The stiff reeds wounded Louise 
sorely, so that more than once she moaned 
with the pain. 
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The night had now fallen, and there were 
only the stars to give them light. Louise 
wondered again and again how the Indians 
could proceed through such a waste of marshes 
without meeting with disaster. But they 
went on unerringly. 

In addition to the pain she suffered from 
lacerated limbs, a chilled feeling had seized 
Louise. The moisture from the marshes gave 
a dampness to the air. Her feet, too, were 
wet, for the water had soaked through shoes and 
hose and her skirts were bedraggled. As bad 
as this was, she was to suffer even greater dis- 
tress. This befell when the Indians, seeming 
to think their progress had not yet been made 
with sufl5cient swiftness, grasped her even 
more tightly and fairly dragged her along. 
They were again in the forest, and the branches 
and sharp edges of the limbs pricked and 
bruised her cruelly. 

Just as she felt that she must surely die 
from the fatigue and the pain, the Indians 
reached a camp and tossed her as though she 
had been a bale of goods at the feet of two 
women, bidding them give her whatever atten- 
tion she needed. They were kind to her in 
their way, for the sight of her fair sweet fece, 
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80 pathetic in its suflPering, appealed to their 
hearts. They removed the remnants of the 
shoes and the tattered hose. Then they bathed 
her feet and applied a soothing oil, finally 
wrapping them in a soft blanket, and giving 
her another with some skins for her bed. 
Food was then brought to her, but she ate 
little. 

How could she partake of food when her 
mind was in such a condition of suspense and 
torture ? Appetite had indeed fled. Over and 
over again the same torturing questions came, 
but could find no answer. For what purpose 
had she been captured ? Why had she been 
brought to this place? Had the Indians 
eflfected her capture for purposes of their 

own, or had But she could not finish 

the sentence. It was too dreadful even to 
contemplate. 

She lay thinking with an anguished mind 
of those she had left at the fort ; first of all of 
the father so intensely beloved, but now, alas, 
estranged from her. Would she ever see him 
again ? Would his lips ever speak the words 
for which she longed ? Oh, if she could but 
once more hear him say, " My daughter ! " 
Perhaps if he knew how near she stood to 
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death, he would speak them even now, and 
the winds that came blowing from the sea 
would bring them to her. It seemed to her 
that if he spoke them, even with that 
distance between them, her heart must hear 
them. 

Bitter thoughts came again of Combee. 
How basely he had betrayed her trust 1 with 
what hypocrisy he had acted I She recalled 
the words of Antoine. Ah, indeed he had had 
cause to distrust the Huspah. He had seen 
further than any of the others, he and Mon- 
sieur Ren6. Now she understood Combee's 
annoying glances on the day of the Indian 
conference. He had sought to study her face, 
to find reflex thereon of that with which he 
would have to deal in the carrying out of his 
plan. What an easy prey he had found her ! 
What credulous ear she had given to him ! 
But again as she thought of the nature of the 
plea he had used with her, of the earnestness 
stamped upon face and manner she could no 
longer wonder that she had yielded easily. 

The Indians had unbound her, but that night 
as they prepared for sleep she was securely 
fastened to two of the women who lay one on 
each side of her. 
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The next morning she was given a pair of 
moccasins and a buckskin skirt. Her hands 
were again bound and the Indians went about 
their preparations for breakfast and afterward 
those for breaking camp. When they were 
ready to start, they placed her upon a pony, the 
bridle of which was attached to the saddle of 
the Indian riding beside her. 

All day long the Indians traveled, stop- 
ping only an hour at noon. At nightfall 
they halted again, and began to arrange to 
camp. 

It was during that evening that the terrible 
news was for the first time made known to 
Louise. On the morrow she was to be con- 
ducted to the Spanish captain, Menendez I 
It was at his instigation that she had been 
captured ! 

" Menendez ! " she cried, and the look of 
horror upon her young face moved more than 
one of the Indians to pity. "Now Heaven 
help me, for there is none other power that 
can I " ' 

Despair had fully seized her now. Not 
once had she felt so, even when surrounded 
by her savage captors. Better death from 
them than the torture she knew awaited her 
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and hers at the hands of the Spaniard, 
Menendez. He had sought her capture, she 
felt assured, that he might strike a more 
direct blow at her father. What refinement 
of cruelty had he in store for him? She 
believed that her capture was to be used to 
effect the downfall of all those within the 
fort. 

With all the force within her she resolved 
this should not be. The plans of Menendez 
should yet be thwarted, even though she was 
in his power. He should not use her as a 
means of driving her father to the surrender 
of the fort. She would die first, yielding her 
life for the others. How sweet that would be 
now, since there were those who believed she 
had wilfully placed their lives in danger. 
Would not their thoughts, their hearts change 
to her after this that she would do for them ? 
Surely the sacrifice would prove to them how 
she had loved them and was loyal to them 
even in the face of death. No longer would 
they say harsh things of her. Fled forever 
would be their cruel sentence of condemna- 
tion that had so wronged her. The mere 
thought of it brought balm now to her 
wounded heart. 
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Still there was Menendez to face, Menendez, 
the cruel, the vindictive, the unrelenting 
enemy of her people. She could not get over 
the horror of that even in the face of the 
heroic resolve that had brought such strength 
to heart and soul. 

However, when the morrow came she was 
calm, and the high purpose she had formed 
lent vigor to body and mind. She said to the 
Indians who sought to support her, thinking 
she would be more dead than alive when con- 
ducted to the interview : 

" Let me walk, please. I do not need your 
help." 

They looked at her astonished. What had 
occurred to change her so? She was as a 
new person. Her form was drawn erect, 
her feet no longer dragged as though 
clinging for support to the earth. Instead 
they went with a quickness, an elasticity of 
step that called forth exclamations of ad- 
miration from those who beheld her. 
Her eyes too, were in a glow, her cheeks 
faintly crimsoned, her lips pressed firmly 
together. 

" Last night," said one of the women, " I 
heard her talking as though to one who was 
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near at hand and could help her. She surely 
expects aid from some one." 

The Indian little kn^w that He from whom 
help had been sought and was expected wa9 
the great Strengthener of hearts. 



CHAPTER XV 

THE PURSUIT 

More than an hour passed ere Louise's ab- 
sence from the fort was noted. Then it was 
Antoine who discovered it. He had been sent 
by Jacqueline to find Louise and bring her 
to the little room under the west bastion. 
Jacqueline, unable longer to bear the es- 
trangement between Louise and her father, 
had succeeded, with Antoine's aid, in having 
an interview with the commandant. Under 
the influence of her gentleness, her sweet 
words of pleading in Louise's behalf, his 
stern reserve had been broken, his heart 
melted, to the extent that he had spoken 
words such as brought gladness to Jacque- 
line. How she longed to tell Louise 1 

But Louise could not be found anywhere 
about the fort, though Antoine searched for 
her closely. Neither had she been seen by 
any one to whom he appealed. 

" Perhaps she is at the cemetery," said 
Oscar, " or maybe she is in her old haunt by 
the river." 
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She was in neither of these places, as those 
who went in search of her discovered. 

Antoine was forced at last to lay the matter 
before the commandant, his uneasiness having 
increased to such an extent by this time he 
felt he could no longer delay. 

With a face that grew steadily whiter the 
commandant listened. 

" Are you sure, Antoine, that you have 
made search everywhere there is likelihood 
of her being ? " 

He tried to make his voice steady, but it 
was a vain effort. 

" Everywhere, sir, of which I could pos- 
sibly think.'' 

** And your sister has not seen her? " 

" Not since this morning, commandant. It 
was she who sent me to search for your daugh- 
ter." 

" Nor Mademoiselle Challeux ? " 

The commandant, spoke the name with 
some hesitancy. 

" She disclaims all knowledge of your 
daughter's whereabouts." 

"Then more extended search must be 
made, and at once. Antoine ! " 

The sudden dropping of the voice from 
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tones of command to those of almost pathetic 
pleading struck the young man with such 
surprise that he raised his eyes quickly. 

" Antoine/' repeated the commandant, 
" you do not think now that — that, in this 
trouble which has come to her, my daughter 
has grown so despondent as to — to " 

He could not conclude the sentence, and 
the woe so plainly expressed in his eyes 
stabbed the young man to the heart. 

" Nay, commandant, nay I " he hastened to 
reply, at the same time placing his arm affec- 
tionately about him, " let not for one moment 
such a thought as that occupy your mind. 
Thy Louise is true as well as brave. She 
would endure even greater bitterness rather 
than be driven to a deed so cowardly. Com- 
fort your heart with this assurance, for it is 
as clear shining as truth itself" 

" Let us at once begin the search," said the 
commandant again. " We must not lose an- 
other moment." 

Antoine's words had restored his self-pos- 
session, had banished the grim spectre of 
dread that for the moment had presented 
itself before him. But Louise had disap- 
peared ; ohe had not been found. There was 
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still cause for grave anxiety, so they must be- 
stir themselves. 

The commandant at once instituted rigid 
inquiry. At last one was found who had 
seen her recently, or at least one who believed 
that he had seen her. This was the sentinel 
who had gone to the south wall at drum beat. 
On reaching his post he had bestowed, as was 
his wont, close scrutiny upon the cleared 
space in front of the fort and upon the line of 
forest beyond. For just a moment he had 
caught the flutter of a woman's drapery. He 
had seen, too, the outlines of a form disappear- 
ing within the shadow of the trees. He had 
the feeling at the time that it was the com- 
mandant's daughter who had vanished so 
quickly from his sight. Even in the brief 
space of time she had been visible to him 
there was a certain bearing that had struck 
him familiarly. No other woman about the 
fort carried herself with this air. He had 
waited expecting soon to see her return. As 
many minutes passed, and she still did not 
reappear, he had grown uneasy, and was on 
the point of making the circumstance known 
to the commandant, when the commandant 
himself came to him with the inquiry. 
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There could now no longer be a doubt. It 
was assuredly Louise the sentinel had seen 
disappearing within the forest. For some 
reason he had had no glimpse of Combee. 
No doubt the wily Indian, aware of his pres- 
ence on the wall, had taken care to thwart 
him. 

All was now confusion within the fort, for 
the knowledge of Louise's disappearance had 
spread to each one. Great was the sorrow 
among those who loved her. Even those who 
had harshly judged her, felt pangs of keen re- 
proach and wished with all their hearts that 
she could be speedily found. 

The commandant seemed like a man dis- 
traught. How Jacqueline, Antoine and good 
Monsieur Gaillard pitied him I They did 
more than pity him; they sought with all 
their hearts to comfort him. But he was as 
one beyond comfort. 

Either one or the other of two dread pos- 
sibilities presented itself Louise had pene- 
trated the forest on some special errand and 
there fallen a prey to wild beasts, or she had 
been captured. Each held its horrors for 
their anguished hearts. But while there wa« 
uncertainty, there was hope, and there was 
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only one thing that could be done, and this 
was to take as speedy action as possible. 

They had gathered in the main hall for the 
final consultation. The heart of every one 
present felt for the commandant. Not since 
the tragic death of his wife had they seen him 
so wrought upon. His face had a ghastly 
pallor in the flickering light of the fagots 
on the hearth, while his lips were tremb- 
ling with the emotion he tried in vain to 
suppress. 

The first line of action had been to dispatch 
a squad of soldiers to the point at which the 
sentry had seen Louise disappear within the 
forest. The commandant himself was at the 
head. They examined the spot closely and 
for many hundreds of yards beyond. There 
were no signs of a struggle, no bent and 
broken shrubbery of sufficient magnitude to 
prove an omen. Neither were there traces of 
blood, at least so far as they could see by 
means of the light at hand ; nor any scraps of 
clothing attached to the bushes. The only 
thing found was a bit of fringe from a legging 
that might have been there for days. Small 
bands of friendly Indians frequently came to 
or passed the fort. However, the conviction 
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grew strong in their hearts that Louise had 
been abducted. 

"Sir," said Antoine, his face almost as 
pallid as that of the commandant, " I am sure 
that this is the work of the Spaniard. He 
has done it seeking to make all the more 
bitter the draught he will give you to 
drink." 

" Then you do not think the beasts have 
destroyed her or the Indians seized her for a 
fate even more dreadful ? " 

The voice of the governor had sunk to a 
hoarse whisper. He trembled as a man 
shaken by an ague. 

" Nay, commandant, I do not. The signs, 
as I read them, do not point to any of these. 
Only to-day we learned that the Spaniard had 
again been seen in our neighborhood. What 
more likely, then, than he has made this the 
preparatory step to his final blow ? " 

" But how could he have enticed her away, 
Antoine, almost from under our very eyes? 
How has he managed to seize her without so 
much as a note of alarm from her having 
reached us ? " 

"He has used his wits, I am sure, com- 
mandant. Of course, it has been by means of 
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treachery. I have my suspicions, but I can- 
not now put them into words." 

Antoine had no more than spoken when a 
young soldier appeared in their midst, having 
come hastily from the fort. 

"Sir," he said, his words barely distin- 
guishable because of his shortness of breath, 
" Claude Bruget bade me give you this. He 
has but just now found it a little beyond the 
tower on the south wall." 

As the words were uttered, he tendered the 
commandant an article that he had held care- 
fully clasped in his hand. 

A chorus of questions greeted his announce- 
ment, and heads were bent nearer so as to 
have a better view of the object. Antoine's 
sharp eyes were the first to discover its nature. 

" An Indian arrow ! " he exclaimed ; " a 
blunt one, and attached to it a sprig of sweet 
myrtle, the message of friendship. But alas, 
thou sweet virtue! hast thou ever before 
known greater mockery under so fair a guise? 
Let us call this by its right name, treachery, 
for it is naught else, and it is that by which 
our sweet girl has been beguiled into their 
hands." 

"Then it is the Indians after all," spoke 
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the commandant huskily, " who have enticed 
our dear one from us ? " 

"Nay, commandant, the Indian has been 
but the tool. I persist in my first assertion. 
To the hand of the Spaniard you owe this 
blow." 

In his anguish the commandant felt that 
he must push on at once in the search, taking 
the men who were with him. But a second 
thought showed him that this must not be. In 
the face of the rumor that had so recently come 
to him of the nearness of the Spaniards, he 
realized that it would be a grave wrong to 
his people to so weaken the garrison at this 
critical period. On the other hand he was 
also aware that he could not undertake the 
search for his daughter through these wild 
forests without the necessary equipments and 
a force strong enough to combat the foe it 
would no doubt encounter. 

It was a fierce struggle that Renot La Pierre 
had now to face. He was commandant of the 
fort, and his was the voice of authority. He 
had but to issue the order and it would be 
obeyed. He knew his people well enough to 
know that. But could he undertake a course 
in his own interests that was to their hurt, 
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even one so yital in its import to him ? He 
was a just man, this commandant of the gar- 
rison of Fort Ribaut. So, stifling the voice 
of his anguish which cried aloud to him to 
follow the dictates of his heart, he resolved to 
call a conference of his people and leave the 
matter to their decision. Thus they had 
speedily gathered in the main hall at his re- 
quest. Almost to a man they were with the 
stricken father, urging that a searching party 
of sufficient strength be sent at once. Even 
the voice of Monsieur Challeux was raised in 
advocacy of this step. 

" Do I not know what you suffer, Renot," 
exclaimed Monsieur Gaillard, his fine old face 
quivering with emotion. " Have I not felt it 
pang for pang? — ^yea, with an anguish for 
which time has brought no relief May it 
deal more kindly with thee, friend." 

Once he had spoken to the commandant 
harshly of the possibility of just such an 
awakening as this, when conscience would 
lash him and heart be torn by grief unbear- 
able. He had reproved him sharply for his 
severity to Louise. But he had naught for 
him now save affection and sympathy and the 
speaking of words of hope and cheer. It 
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would have taken a heart of stone to give 
sanction to words of reminder and of reproach 
in the face of such grief as that which held 
Monsieur La Pierre in its throes. 

"Yea, Renot/' continued Monsieur Gaillard, 
" you shall go yourself in the search. Do I 
not know the love and the grief that is driv- 
ing you ; that will make a madman of you if 
you stay here. You shall have all the men 
you need, yea, the very pick of our soldiery ! 
and I will stay here and fight with and for 
those that are left. Verily, my commandant, 
we will fight I if the necessity be, we will resist 
these minions of Spain until there is no longer 
a man of us left. This will we do for our own 
honor and for the glory of New France." 

" Hold, Monsieur," cried Antoine Charnis- 
sot, " this course so bravely advised springs 
from the impulse of a noble heart. But it is 
unwise, nay, more, it would be ruinous 1 " 

He turned now to Captain La Pierre, and, 
while his words and manner were insistent, 
they were nevertheless respectful. 

"Hear me, my commandant! Even in 
your extremity, I am sure you do not wish to 
weaken the garrison. This is the very thing 
Menendez doth desire. This is why he hath 
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abducted your daughter. He knows that you 
will set out in search of her, and because of 
the perils attendant upon the step you will 
carry a force sufficient to give you the aid of 
which you will stand in need. He is lurking 
somewhere not far away, awaiting just such 
move on your part. He will set upon you 
first and destroy you and those who are with 
you. Then he will proceed hither and fall 
upon the weak garrison that remains. With 
our forces divided, what could be easier than 
to crush us utterly? Thus, commandant, I 
entreat, that you proceed not in the plan pro- 
posed." 

" What ! Antoine Charnissot 1 " cried the 
commandant, not only astonished but indig- 
nant. " You counsel my staying here while 
my daughter is in peril ? Do mine ears hear 
aright that it is you who so coolly propose 
abandoning her to her fate because of the 
danger it will bring down upon us? What 
manner of heart is that which beats under thy 
doublet? And only yesterday thou didst say 
to me " 

"Sir," interrupted the young man, his 
cheeks crimsoning, " there is no need of such 
words from you to me. Reserve your bitter- 
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ness, I pray you, until you have heard me to 
the end. So far as my heart desiring to leave 
your daughter to her fate, I say to you that I 
stand this moment ready to start on the 
search for her. It is this very thing I wish to 
propose, that I go instead of you. Yea, com- 
mandant, I insist that it be thus. 

" Listen to me, sir, I entreat, and you, too. 
Messieurs," turning his gaze upon the faces 
around him. " This is a matter that calls for 
no bold front. It is strategy alone that will 
help us. Were you to carry the whole gar- 
rison with you, sir, in this pursuit, still would 
it not avail in the accomplishing of your pur- 
pose. Yea, it would only mean disaster, 
death 1 for this man is prepared for you. He 
has the net spread into which you will walk. 
Hear me, and believe that what I say is every 
word true. Your daughter will never be re- 
leaised save through some move that will 
secretly outwit Menendez. We need first the 
aid of our friends, the Westoes. I beg that 
you will have three of their best warriors 
summoned. We may count without erring 
upon the friendship of this tribe. These In- 
dians have proven their faithfulness to us, 
and good cause they have for it, since we have 
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more than once taken their part against their 



own enemies." 



The plan that Antoine had formed was 
quickly outlined. He, Monsieur Ren6 La 
Chere, the young guardsman, Oscar Retzel, 
and the three Westoes were to form the party 
sent in pursuit of the Spaniards and to effect 
the release of Louise. They were to go at- 
tired in the buckskin hunting shirts of the 
Indians and to look as much like their allies 
as possible. Their object was to be ostensibly 
the search for game. They were to carry only 
light equipments and food for two days. 

Antoine had not fully outlined that part of 
his plan that related to the rescue of Louise. 
They knew, however, that he hoped to ac- 
complish his purpose through strategy. 



CHAPTER XVI 

MENENDEZ 

Firmly, with the high courage of her race, 
with an air that would have made her father's 
heart glow within him could he have seen 
her, Louise proceeded on her way to the inter- 
view with the Spanish commander. Once or 
twice her heart began to beat with sudden 
rapidity, and she felt a choking sensation in 
her throat, but each time she made resolute 
eflfort and conquered the weakness. 

Though they had let her go unbound, and 
their hands were no longer upon her, the 
Indians, nevertheless, guarded her closely. 
Thus there would have been no opportunity 
for her to escape, even had she contemplated 
such a step. 

They came at length in sight of the halting 
place of the Spaniards. It needed not close 
inspection to show that it was but a tem- 
porary camp. There had been no effort at 
throwing up fortifications, but a line of sen- 
tries patrolled it on every side. Shacks of 
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brushwood had been hastily erected to give 
shelter to the men from the heat of the sun 
and the dew of the night. In the centre were 
three tents of cloth, one large, the other two 
much smaller. Here were quartered Me- 
nendez and his staff. From these tents the 
Spanish flag was floating, and soldiers in 
armor stood on guard or were pacing to and 
fro in front of them. 

The Indians directed their course toward 
the larger of the tents. Despite her efforts 
at control, Louise's heart now began to beat 
almost to suffocation, and she felt her knees 
trembling. The thought of so soon standing 
face to face with the dread Menendez well-nigh 
overpowered her. Horror, too, of him was in 
her mind. He was not even man, but his 
deeds of ferocity had stamped him as a crea- 
ture having no more inclining to mercy than 
the wild beast that sought without reasoning 
to rend its prey. Had he not ruthlessly put 
scores of helpless women and children to 
death, among them her own mother ? 

As they gained the opening of the tent, 
Louise's courage for the first time entirely 
deserted her. She felt herself sinking. But 
for the outstretched hands of the Indians she 
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must have fallen. In a few moments, through 
heroic eflTort, she had regained her self-control. 
She now motioned to the Indians that she 
could proceed without their help, and, turn- 
ing with firm step, she followed the soldier 
waiting to conduct her within the tent. 

The Spanish captain was within. He sat 
at a small table rudely constructed. On it 
were sheets of parchment, an inkhorn, and a 
small bit of shallow pottery containing some 
sand, which was used for the drying of the 
writing in which he was engaged. He had 
thrown aside his heavy armor, but the uni- 
form he retained gave evidence of his rank. 

He raised his head at once, attracted by the 
slight noise of their entrance. He had the air 
of one ever on guard. No doubt there was need 
that he should be. As his eyes glanced to- 
ward her, Louise felt again the overwhelming 
rush of horror that had seized her at the door 
of the tent. Happily she was near to one of 
the supports of the structure. She clutched 
it, steadying herself. 

For a full moment the cruel eyes regarded 
her. It was a hard, sinister face, despite that 
it was a handsome one from a physical stand- 
point. The forehead was broad and high, the 
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noise prominent, but gracefully outlined. 
Well arched brows gave greater depth to the 
eyes, which were beautiful in coloring, but 
now had a cold glitter as he continued to gaze 
at Louise. A dark beard, heavily sprinkled 
with gray, was trimmed so as to show the 
contour of the mouth. The lips were thin 
and sensitively curved, but at the corners 
there was a setting to them, the firm grip of 
one against the other, which bespoke a 
tenacity of purpose no mere human agency 
could turn. Pedro Menendez de Aviles, Cap- 
tain of Spain, was at this time fifty-three years 
of age, and he looked like a man who had 
lived every year of it, even more. All over 
his face was written evidences of his tempes- 
tuous career, of the passions that had driven 
him on in a course that must ever strike the 
civilized mind with horror. He was even 
then upon the eve of dyeing his hands in one 
of the bloodiest of his massacres, that of the 
Indians on the Potomac and Chesapeake. 

The soldier who had conducted Louise into 
che presence of Menendez, now saluted him, 
saying : 

" Sir, the Indians have brought the young 
woman for whose capture you bargained with 
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them. I refer to her who comes from the 
French garrison." 

The commandant spoke but three words. 
They were not in response, but were a com- 
mand, and were addressed to Louise. 

" Come nearer, girl." 

Unaccustomed to be so addressed, the hot 
blood rushed to Louise's face. Her heart 
swelled with indignation and she refused to 
obey. 

" Do you not hear me ? " spoke Menendez 
again, and angrily now. 

Seeing that she still refused, the soldier who 
accompanied her, kinder, for all his rough- 
ness, than the majority of his fellows, and, 
having no desire to witness an outbreak of 
temper on the part of Menendez, caught hold 
of her and pushed her nearer. 

The sight of that young face, so sweet in its 
innoeency, so fair to look upon despite the 
pallor that now overspread it, had no effect 
upon the stony heart of Menendez. 

" So," he said, bestowing upon her a mock- 
ing bow, " this then is the offspring of that 
Renot La Pierre, a fugitive from La Caroline, 
an outcast of the wilderness, who dares set 
himself up as governor of a part of that terri- 
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tory which belongs alone to the King of 
Spain!" 

As she did not reply, but stood with head 
erect and a bearing that angered him, so 
proud was it, he proceeded, hoping to provoke 
her to some retort. 

"Bah! What fool's planning is this? Did 
not the idiot know he would soon be run to 
earth ? Has the fox lost what little of cun- 
ning he ever possessed that he should make his 
burrow so shallow ? When we are ready, he 
will discover how insecure is his hiding-place. 
But why do you not speak ? " he broke oflF, 
and again with rising anger. "Is not this 
Renot La Pierre your father? " 

There was a dangerous flashing of the eyes 
as she raised them to meet the full glance of 
his. For a moment her lips were closed 
firmly together. Then she said : 

" Sir, what need is there for me to speak, 
since already you know that I am the daugh- 
ter of Renot La Pierre, and have so said? " 

She pronounced the name as proudly as 
though it had been that of the sovereign of 
France. 

His eyes gave hers an answering flash. He 
closed his thin lips ominously. 
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"I will teach you that when I speak to 
you, you are to answer, whether or not it 
seems to you to be necessary. Girl, beware ! 
Do not try me." 

He paused, then while his cruel eyes 
seemed piercing her through and through, 
he added : 

" Do you forget that it is Menendez before 
whom you stand ? Have your people so soon 
lost sight of the scenes of La Caroline and of 
the temper of that blood against which they 
would again set themselves ? Speak I Even 
you must remember. Assuredly you do ; for 
I know that your father " 

She interrupted him by a gesture that 
sought to stay the words that so cruelly 
brought the past before her. Her eyes di- 
lated ; she was seized with shuddering. 

'' Recall not that horrible time, I implore 
you," she said. 

His heart was as stone to her plea. Rather 
did he gloat over her suffering. 

"Why should I not recall it?" he asked, 
his eyes glittering as he turned them upon 
her. " Was not the lesson of such nature that 
it should be used as a reminder with whole- 
some effect? Ah, I see! The barb goes 
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home I Your haughtiness is at last broken. 
You realize now what it is to be at the mercy 
of Menendez." 

To his astonishment, she drew her form 
erect, her eyes flashed once more, her voice 
rang out clear as a bugle, steady as a call to 
battle. 

" Sir, you are mistaken if you think you 
have broken my courage, that I am overcome 
with fear because of him in whose presence I 
stand. You ask me if I remember La Caro- 
line. I answer you yea, and so well do I 
remember it that there is joy in my heart 
now, despite the woe it has suffered, when I 
recall that even the vengeance of Menendez 
could not quench the spirit of my country- 
men 1 " 

An angry retort was upon his lips, but as 
he looked at her, it died there. Her superb 
mien, her fearlessness compelled his admira- 
tion. 

" No wonder I have not yet conquered 
them," he said to himself, " when even their 
girls display such temper as this ! " 

Then aloud : 

"When will your people learn that this 
has not been done to Frenchmen but to 
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heretics? Why do they not come back to 
the faith? "^ 

"The sam3 old words!" she cried hotly, 
and thrown off her guard now by the tempest 
of remembrance that swept through her. 
" False words placed above bleaching bodies 
that hate alone slew I " 

"Hold your tongue on that subject," he 
cried passionately, " else will I forget the pur- 
pose for which I have had you brought hither 
and slay you as you stand." 

Far from being intimidated, she opened her 
lips again to speak. Fortunately for her she 
was interrupted. 

" When will you French people ever learn," 
he said in more moderate tones, and as though 
he sought argument with her, " that with you 
as a nation we have no quarrel ? The Catho- 
lic French are our friends, I care not what 
has been said to the contrary. But for here- 

* After the Fort Caroline masaaore Menendez caused aeyeral of 
the bodies of the Frenoh to be suspended from trees, and above 
them he placed the inscription, "This have I done not to French- 
men, bat to heretics." Three years later, when the bntoheiy was 
avenged by the Dominique de Gouges, he also snspended the 
bodies of the slain ; placing the dead Spaniards npon the veiy 
trees when his murdered countrymen had hung. Above them he 
wrote, "This do I not as to Spaniards, but as to traiton, robben^ 
and murderers.'' 
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ties, whether French or otherwise/' he con- 
tinued hotly, " we have only death. All such 
are our enemies, the enemies of our sovereign, 
whose religion and ours we are seeking to es- 
tablish in this land. Yea, we will do it ! " he 
added, bringing his fist down heavily upon 
the table, "though we continue this war 
against our religion's enemies until it becomes 
one of complete extermination, till every 
heretic has perished from off this land 1 " 

" Sir," cried Louise, her eyes meeting his 
with resolute glow, " never will you drive us 
to forsake our faith. We hold that each has 
a right to worship God as his conscience tells 
him is best to do. As to your driving us out 
of this land, that will you never accomplish 
while God is our help and the hearts of my 
countrymen are unquenched as at present. 
In our right is our strength." 

" Have I not warned you to beware your 
words ? But hold 1 I will parley no more 
with you lest your tongue drive me to that 
which it is against my interests to do. I will 
thus take heed and dismiss you ere irreparable 
damage be done. 

" Alvarez," he called sharply to the soldier, 
'' take this young woman and see that she is 
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conducted to the quarters prepared for her. 
The escort awaits without. This squad is also 
to do guard duty until relieved. Hold 1 one 
moment I I have elected that two of the In- 
dian women remain with her as companions. 
She has the privilege of selecting them." 

Louise heard this command with some de- 
gree of pleasure, the first she had felt since the 
moment when she had been so cruelly en- 
snared by Combee. For one of the Indian 
women into whose hands she had been given 
had strongly attracted her. She was quite 
young, not much older than Louise herself. 
She had not only attracted Louise's attention, 
but she had aroused her curiosity. She did not 
have the Indian features, though her face was 
very dark — doubtless due in a great part to 
the action of the sun. Yet she wore the In- 
dian dress, mingled with the Indians, and in 
every way seemed one of them. Louise had 
been surprised, too, to hear her speak remark- 
ably good French. But after thought had 
been given to this matter, it did not seem so 
astonishing. For did not Combee and others 
of the Indians who had been to the fort use 
the French tongue so that they could be fairly 
well understood ? . 
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Louise quickly resolved that she would ask 
to have this young woman remain with her. 
She knew that she was without, having come 
with the escort of men and women sent from 
the camp. 

" Come ! " said Alvarez crustily to Louise. 
But so soon as he was out of ear shot of Me- 
nendez, he added in kinder tones, '' Do not be 
overcome by fear. Our men are not all 
brutes." 

She tried to answer gratefully, but the 
words caught upon her lips. A revulsion of 
feeling had come, and again her heart was 
stricken within her. What fate had Menen- 
dez in store for her and hers 7 Even if her 
courage failed her not in that upon which she 
had resolved, would the sacrifice after all 
avail? Would the lives of her people be 
spared? Would they be strong enough to 
withstand Menendez ? 

She was so occupied with these thoughts, 
walking with her eyes downcast, that she 
failed to take note of her surroundings. As 
they passed from the tent, she heard Alvarez 
say to some one without : 

" This is the young woman the captain de- 
sires you to conduct to the shack prepared for 
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her. There you will remain on guard, you 
and the men with you, until relieved. Two 
of the Indian women are to bear her com- 
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pany. 

Louise was still busy with her thoughts, but 
she was conscious that Alvarez, after having 
spoken the words, had stepped back, and that 
some one else had approached and was now 
standing beside her. 

^' Let us proceed, Mademoiselle, if you 
please," said a new voice. 

Something in its tones caused a strange 
feeling to pass through Louise. She quickly 
raised her head, strongly impelled so to do. 

The next moment, with a stifled cry, she 
stood gazing into the face of the soldier be- 
fore her, as one fascinated, held spellbound. 
Something of horror, too, was in the gaze. 
No wonder, for he whom she thus confronted 
was none other than the young Spaniard, 
Francisco Barcio ! And she had believed 
him dead ! swallowed up in the earth that 
had caved and filled the passageway. 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE ATTACK 

Francisco evidently did not intend to rec- 
ognize her ; at least not there. He continued 
to gaze at her in an indifferent way, as though 
her face was that of one entirely strange to 
him. Coldness, too, was in the look he be- 
stowed upon her. Not a muscle of his face 
moved in response to any emotion her pres- 
ence might have awakened ; his eyes wavered 
not for an instant as they encountered hers. 
What a magnificent actor he was, she thought. 
His conduct stung her pride. Despite her- 
self, she could not keep bitterness, too, from 
entering her heart. After all she had done 
for him, this was the reward ! He knew her 
no more than if she had been a stranger, nor 
did he intend to renew their acquaintance. 
She could see that plainly. Of course, it 
would be embarrassing now, to say nothing 
of the danger, to have her lay claim to his 
gratitude. She fired up at the thought. As 
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if she would for one moment do that I He 
need not be afraid she would seek to call to 
his mind the fact of their former meeting. 
She wasn't proud enough of it for that. She 
felt anything but pride at that moment in the 
remembrance. He need not think, either, 
that she would draw him into trouble because 
of what she had done for him. How little he 
knew her if he thought she would for an in- 
stant seek to remind him of his obligation ! 

Thus, without a word, she threw her head 
up and walked haughtily past him in the di- 
rection indicated. She would show him what 
contempt she had for him. 

No sooner was her back turned when a 
great change passed over his face. His eyes 
moistened, his lips contracted as though in 
pain ; he gazed after her with a wistfulness 
that would have made her heart throb could 
she have seen it. But all unconscious she 
passed on, with only hard thoughts for him. 

He controlled his emotion quickly. It was 
evident he did not wish the eyes of his com- 
panions to take note of it. He turned his 
head away until he had mastered himself, 
and the next moment, as he gave his orderSi 
it was in a clear, strong voice. 
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One thought disturbed Louise greatly. 
Over and over again it resolved itself into a 
question. How had Francisco escaped from 
the passageway ? Despite herself, she had an 
uncanny feeling every time she thought of 
it, for it seemed to her that he was as one 
who had come from the dead. So certain had 
she been that he had been swallowed up by 
the caving in of the earth, that even now she 
could not fully credit the evidence of her own 
eyes. Yet it assuredly was Francisco in the 
flesh. 

She had made choice of Amado and of 
Dombity, another Indian woman, to accom- 
pany her to the shack, and they now walked 
beside her. Amado seemed greatly pleased 
that Louise had chosen her, but the other 
woman did not go so graciously. Doubtless 
she had ties that inclined her return to the 
Indian camp. 

The shack assigned to Louise was fully one 
hundred yards from that of Menendez. It 
was built of cypress poles covered with boughs 
of pine, and the lighter but equally dura- 
ble ones of wax myrtle. It faced east, and 
there was an awning made of a piece of sail 
cloth to temper the glare of the sun. There 
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was another strip so arranged that it could be 
drawn across the opening, thus giving privacy 
to those within. 

After that first look Louise bestowed no 
further glance upon Francisco. She was pro- 
voked with herself for the emotion she had 
shown on meeting with him. But it had 
been so unexpected, his presence had come in 
the nature of something so unreal, it had been 
impossible to suppress the excited exclamation 
with which she had greeted him. 

She wondered now if the soldiers with him 
had noticed it to the extent of making com- 
ment upon it. She hoped that if they had 
her sudden display of emotion had been 
credited to the dread she felt of being led away, 
she knew not whither, by armed soldiers. 

Only once again during the day did Louise's 
eyes meet thode of Francisco. It was a little 
past midday. Finding it very oppressive 
within the shack, she had gone to the open- 
ing, hoping to breathe more freely. Francisco 
was still on guard. He was in fact standing 
at this moment directly in front of the shack. 
It was as though he had suddenly paused in 
his pacing to and fro. She was irresistibly 
drawn to look at him. Perhaps his own gaze 
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had been riveted upon her; that it was for 
this very reason he had paused on his beat. 
As her eyes met his there was that in his look 
that caused her heart to leap with sudden 
force and then to proceed to beat rapidly. 
What was it his eyes held out? A hope? 
Yea, surely. Yet the moment after she had 
so read it she was provoked with herself that 
she had. It was no more, she now believed, 
than a passing gleam of recognition. Yes, 
recognition at last! Yet being recognition 
where no one else could see it, instead of giv- 
ing hope to her heart, it stung her pride. She 
had naught of assistance to expect from him. 
She was sure of it. Could she trust him, even 
if he made promises to help her in her 
trouble ? Had he not already deceived her ? 
With what strenuousness had he declared 
that if he could get free from the passage- 
way he would bend every energy to escaping 
to the seacoast and thence to his home! 
Never more, he had declared, would he 
mingle with the men whose deeds of cruelty 
sickened his heart. Yet here he was again 
with the Spaniards ! and not only with them, 
but he seemed to have been again received 
into full comradeship. 
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Louise turned away disgusted. Yet despite 
the feeling, there was a pang in her heart for 
him. His boyish face, the pathos with which 
he had told her his story in the passageway 
had made such impression upon her as to win 
sympathy, despite her eflForts to resist the 
feeling. 

Louise passed again within the tent. The 
circumstances of her capture had begun once 
more to weigh heavily upon her. But one 
thing made her present situation at all en- 
durable. This was the ministration of Amado, 
as the young girl from the Indian camp was 
called. If Louise had been attracted to her, 
Amado gave evidence of having been even more 
strongly drawn to Louise. She watched her 
with eyes in which not only pity but affection 
was steadily dawning. But for the presence 
of the other woman, she would no doubt have 
shown her devotion more plainly. That re- 
strained her. Amado, too, seemed on the 
point more than once of making some com- 
munication to Louise, but again it was no 
doubt the remembrance of Dombity that held 
her back. 

The day passed slowly. To one tortured in 
heart and mind, as was Louise, its hours 
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seemed interminable. But for the touching 
evidences of sympathy given her by Amado 
they would have been well-nigh unendurable. 

The oppressive air of the interior of the 
shack drove Louise again to the opening. 
She had resolved that if Francisco was still 
on duty without, she would give him no more 
notice than if he were not there. He should 
see that she had decided to entirely ignore 
him. He was not on guard, however, as the 
squad had been changed. The soldier who 
had taken Francisco's place was a much older 
man. He was stern looking, too. He spoke 
to her gruffly, informing her that she must 
not come without the opening. She was glad 
enough to retreat that she might get beyond 
the line of his eyes. 

" How cruel his eyes are," whispered Amado. 
" He would harm you, did you but provoke 
him." 

'* They are all cruel," replied Louise, " cruel 
as death I " 

Then as a sudden rush of feeling seemed 
about to overmaster her, she threw out her 
hand as though to grasp for support, while 
she cried in a voice trembling and plaintive : 

" Oh, my father, how right you were ! 
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They are not human, but are as wild beaste ! 
And to think I am in their power ! " 

To her surprise Amado caught her, and 
with sudden passionate fervor pressed her to 
her bosom. Then aware that Dombity might 
notice her emotion, she controlled her voice as 
she spoke to Louise, advising her to sit upon 
the boughs piled near. She still retained 
possession of Louise's hand, which she pressed 
from time to time, unnoticed by Dombity. 
It was evident that Amado was longing to 
say words to Louise that would comfort her, 
but dared not. 

The night came on. Throughout the camp 
was the stir of preparation for the evening 
meal. A soldier brought food in a basket, 
which Dombity received. He had also in- 
structions which Louise heard plainly as they 
were given. She was to be bound for the 
night. 

Louise cared not for the food. Her heart 
was too full. Even with Amado's persuasions, 
she swallowed only a few morsels. 

" Must we really bind her ? " Amado asked 
of the other woman as they were preparing to 
retire. 

She had the hope that Dombity's heart, too, 
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might soften toward Louise. Surely the young 
girPs fair face, the evidences of her suflTering 
had touched her. But no I Dombity was not 
pleased that Louise had retained her. She 
looked upon it as a hardship. Kept against 
her will, she resented it. Besides, she knew 
enough about Louise's capture to understand 
that the orders of the Spanish captain must be 
fully obeyed, or her people might be the suf- 
ferers. Dombity was, first of all, loyal to her 
people. 

" It will be so uncomfortable for her. She 
cannot sleep well," pleaded Amado. 

But Dombity was unyielding. When they 
lay down at last, Louise was between them and 
securely bound. However, an hour or so later 
she felt the hands of Amado moving about 
her, and knew that she was loosening the 
cords so that she might have more ease. 
Dombity was sleeping soundly. Louise mur- 
mured her thanks to Amado, and again, 
greatly to her surprise, the 3^oung woman's 
hand was placed with a caressing movement 
against her cheek. 

Louise had made brave efifort to sleep, but 
could not. However, not long after Amado 
had loosened her cords she felt herself sinking 
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into a doze. It was almost at the moment 
that there burst upon them the commingling 
of many terrible sounds, whoops, yells, groans, 
and the discharge of firearms. 

" Awaken 1 " cried Amado in Louise's ear. 
" The camp is attacked. Perhaps it is by your 
own people ! " 

As she uttered the words, she also shook 
Louise with vigorous hand, and Louise felt 
that her cords were being rapidly unbound. 

There was no need for Amado to have 
spoken the words to arouse Louise, as the 
noises had already penetrated the veil of 
slumber. But owing to the fact that she had 
been about to drop into heavy sleep, she sat 
up in a half dazed way, asking of Amado : 

" What is it ? What has happened ? " 

"The camp has been attacked," repeated 
Amado. " I thought for the moment that it 
might be your people, but now I believe other- 
wise. There I Listen to those sounds I They 
are unmistakable. 'Tis the people of Andustee. 
This has for some time been expected. The 
chief has suffered great wrong at the hand of 
the Spaniard. He made vow that he would 
be revenged." 

By this time Dombity had also awakened, 
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for the sounds had now increased to a din that 
was terrible. She started up with a scream, 
then sprang toward the opening of the shack. 
There she stood for an instant irresolute. 
Then with another wild cry, she darted forth, 
and they heard her go speeding past the tent. 

"She is wise," spoke Amado. "She will 
seek the safety of her people's camp while 
there is time." 

It seemed strange that she, also, did not 
make the same move. 

Louise, too, sprang to the opening of the 
shack, for, by this time Amado had succeeded 
in releasing her from her bonds. Amado 
followed her. 

They could see no one without. The senti- 
nels, had doubtless fled at the first wild 
alarm, seeking the point of attack. The 
noises were now of a distracting nature. It 
was as though all the wild beasts of the forest 
had fallen upon each other to rend and slay. 

Amado reached out her hand to clasp 
Louise. The movement was misunderstood 
by the latter. She saw in it only the effort 
to draw her again back into captivity. With 
that wild hope struggling in her heart, that 
had entered it within the last moment, she 
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was as one beset at the thought of being 
thwarted. 

With a cry that gave evidence of her un- 
strung condition, she made a sudden plunge 
toward Amado, planted her hands firmly 
against her breast and sent her reeling back- 
ward within the shack. Then she, too, as 
Dombity had done, sprang into the darkness 
without. Forgotten in the midst of this wild 
chaos of mind was the kindness of Amado, 
her gentle ministrations, her Words of even 
affection. There was but one thing upper- 
most with Louise at the moment. It crowded 
out all else. This was the mad desire to es- 
cape. She saw the chance for freedom at 
hand. It was a desperate chance, no doubt, 
but she must take it. Better to face the 
perils of the flight through the wilderness 
than to remain in the power of the Spaniard. 

On sped Louise, seeking to 3et further and 
further away from the sound of the combat. 
She took no thought of the direction otherwise. 
She wished only to escape the Spaniards, so 
chose the course directly opposite to that 
point where the battle was now waged. The 
soldiers seemed to be hard pressed. She 
could hear their hoarse cries and the fierce 
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words with which they greeted the on*rushing 
of their foes. It never occurred to Louise 
that the Indians might be victorious, and 
thus the situation be changed for her. She 
thought only of the chance for freedom that 
seemed to be within her grasp at that mo- 
ment. For that chance she would risk all. 

On ran Louise, over stumps, over fallen 
trees, crashing headlong through the brush ; 
sometimes falling, yet ever springing up to 
speed on again. Rents were made in her 
clothing. The old wounds on her feet were 
reopened. She lost the moccasins the Indians 
had given her. She was indeed in a pitiable 
plight for the task she had undertaken. But 
in spite of her condition she still stumbled 
on, the one thought yet uppermost in her 
mind, to escape through flight. 

Suddenly as she toiled through the bram^ 
bles she caught the sound of pursuit. Nearer 
it came and yet nearer, seeming as the knell 
to her hopes. Some one was following her, 
doubtless more than one. They were gaining 
upon her rapidly. 

With a smothered cry she made one su- 
preme effort to increase her speed. Without 
avail. Her strength was already exhausted. 
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Instead of being carried further away, «he 
staggered and fell, lying prone upon the 
ground, because of the lack of power to raise 
herself. She could only draw herself to a 
sitting posture. As she did this, she became 
aware that the person who pursued her was 
almost upon her. 

She turned her head. An exclamation 
escaped her. In the light given by the stars 
she saw that the person was Amado. 

" You have caught me," cried Louise with 
tremulous voice. " You have come to drag 
me back to prison. It will be no hard task, 
since I have no longer power to resist you. 
See how little strength is left me ! " 

The eyes of the other shone with infinite 
compassion. She approached, and, falling 
upon her knees beside Louise, drew her arms 
about her. 

" Drag you back to prison ? " she repeated. 
" That will I not, though my own life were 
the forfeit. Yea, hear me. I have not fol- 
lowed you for this. Instead, I have come 
that I might join you in your flight." 

" To join me in my flight ? " asked Louise 
in astonishment. 

" Yes, I would go with you to your people." 



CHAPTER XVin 

' ^ SUZANNlft 

Louise continued to gaze at Amado in 
astonishment. Though the words had fallen 
distinctly on her ear, it seemed impossible to 
credit them. 

" You would go with me to find my peo- 
ple ? " she repeated. 

"Yes," replied Amado; "that is if we 
may escape the perils before us, if we may 
get safely through the wilderness." 

Her face grew pale at the words. She 
knew the greatness of these perils better than 
Louise. 

" Don't say that," pleaded Louise. " Surely 
we shall escape them, and then I shall see my 
loved ones again. Our God is good. He is 
watching over us. He will direct our way." 

" Do you know the course?" asked Amado 
suddenly. 

"Yes," said Louise. "It is toward the 
northeast. I made note of that. It is, too, 
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near the sea. We can hear the sound di it 
from the fort." 

'' Then we may reach it ; but there are great 
dangers." 

Again the expression of Amado's face ^ave 
evidence of the real gravity of ther situation. 

" You would leave your own people to go 
with me?" asked Louise suddenly. 

Even now she did not fully trust Amado. 
Her course seemed very strange. Might she 
not, after all, be^ pretending to this decision 
that she might entice Louise back into cap* 
tivity without trouble ? 

" Call them not my people," said Amado, 
with a sudden, passionate protest that stirred 
Louise's heart. " They are not such." 

" You are not of the Indian race ? " 

It seemed to Louise useless now to ask 
this question. Even before this assertion by 
Amado she had more than half decided the 
matter in her own mind. 

" I am not," spoke Amado vehemently. 
'' I have been with the Indians a long time, 
until I have almost become as one of them ; 
but, I am thankful to say, I am not." 

She bent nearer Louise. All the while that 
she had been talking, she had taken care to 
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lower the tones of her voice. They were not 
very far from the camp, Amado knew, and 
though the sounds from there had ceased to 
reach them, still there was momentarily dan- 
ger of discovery. 

'* I have not known this very long," con- 
tinued Amado, " though I have suspected it 
since I have been old enough to give thought 
to the matter. 

" But come," she added hastily, " let us 
seek a safer place than this, and I will tell 
you my story. I heard sounds that I do not 
like. I believe that we are being pursued. 
Are you not able to go further with my aid? 
A mile from here there are some deserted 
huts. Our Indians had once a camp there. 
The huts are on poles, and we'll thus be safe 
from wild beasts, if no more." 

" But the Spaniards ? " gasped Louise. 

That would continue to be the uppermost 
dread with her. 

" I believe they will not think to look for 
us there, that is, even if they know of the 
camp. They will think we have fled through 
the forest toward the fort. But if we go on in 
the night we'll surely be destroyed. Hear you 
not the wild creatures howling now? Can 
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you walk? There 1 I know it is pain for 
you I but I'll help you all I can." 

Louise staggered to her feet. Every move- 
ment of them gave her pain ; but fear lent her 
resolution. 

They toiled on through the forest. The 
sounds had now grown more distinct. Evi- 
dently their escape had been discovered, and 
they were being pursued. But as they turned 
in the direction of the huts the sounds began 
gradually to decrease. By the time the huts 
were reached, they had ceased altogether. 
Their pursuers had, beyond doubt, gone in the 
opposite direction. The real danger to the 
fugitives would come on the morrow, when 
they sought to make their way through the 
forests, and there would be the likelihood of en- 
countering at any time squads of soldiers sent 
in search of them. But for to-night they 
might i*est in comparative safety. 

Amado had not come empty-handed in her 
flight. With rare presence of mind she had 
gathered the remains of the food, a flask con- 
taining water, a buckskin pouch she had 
brought with her to the camp, and a blanket. 

So slowly did they proceed, so great were 
the difficulties of the way, that the dawn was 
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near at hand ere they came in sight of the de- 
serted Indian camp. Already the stars had 
paled, and the faint, pink glow of the break- 
ing day had begun to tinge the eastern sky. 

It was therefore with a feeling of devout 
thankfulness that they found themselves safely 
within the most substantial looking of the 
huts ere the day broke fully. 

Long before reaching the shelter of the hut 
Amado had become convinced that the begin- 
ning of their journey to the fort when the day 
broke was altogether out of the question, 
since for Louise it would be an impossibility. 
It had taken hours to reach the hut. For a 
part of the way Amado had had almost to 
bear Louise. Her feet were now in such con- 
dition that it was torture to press her weight 
upon them. 

" We shall have to stay here no doubt 
through two days and nights," Amado said to 
herself. She did not dare tell Louise this be- 
cause of its effect upon her. " Perhaps after 
all," she added, " it is our safest course." 

Amado's first step on reaching the hut was 
to dress Louise's lacerated feet. This she did 
by making applications of a bruised herb, 
handfuls of which she gathered as they came 
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along. Then, taking a small roll of buckskin 
from her pouch, she began at once to prepare 
another pair of moccasins for Louise. 

"Why, Amado," said Louise, "you must 
expect to work as by magic if you get those 
done for me to-day." 

"I can work very swiftly," said Amado 
evasively. 

" Are we not to go on soon ? " asked Louise 
wistfully. 

" With your poor feet in such condition ? 
Do you think you can endure it? " 

" Oh, I must I We dare not stay here. It 
is too near the camp of the Spaniards. They 
might find us at any minute." 

" I say to you again," spoke Amado with 
conviction, " that I believe we are safer here 
than anywhere except that it be the garrison 
of your people. The soldiers will not think 
of looking for us so near to their camp. Be- 
sides, I heard they were going away from that 
camp to-day. That is, if the Indians have 
not overpowered them," she added quickly. 
" But I believe they have not. Poor Andustee 
was foolish to attack the Spaniard I " 

" But we must not stay here long," insisted 
Louise. 
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"Let me tell you my story now," spoke 
Amado, without answering her. 

" I have said to you that I am not an Indian, 
and while I long suspected it, still I knew it 
not certainly until three months ago, when an 
old squaw called Echoschy, the Red Bird, 
died. Ere she went she told me the truth. 
I have not one drop of Indian blood. Up to 
that time I had thought I might be in part 
Indian. Yet," she added hastily, " I see not 
why I should have so thought, for though my 
face is dark, my skin beneath my clothing is 
as white as yours." 

As she said this, she fixed her eyes upon 
Louise with a pathetic look, and her chin quiv- 
ered. 

Louise gave a glad little cry. 

Then reaching for Amado's hand, clasped it 
with quick pressure. 

"I thought sol" she cried; "yea, almost 
from the very moment I saw you, Amado. 
There is another thing, too, that perplexed me. 
You speak the language of my people, and you 
speak it so that there is no trouble for me to 
understand you. Where did you learn it, 
Amado?" 

" I learned it mostly from the Indians who 
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have been with your people; but somehow 
I did not seem to have to learn it. It came 
to me as though it had already been mine." 

" Oh, Amado, can it be ? " 

" Nay," interrupted Amado sadly ; " I 
know not my parents. Echoschy either 
could not or she would not tell me. But I 
have memories which have not faded in all 
these years, and since knowing thee, and 
hearing of the fortress in the wilderness 
where your people dwell, I have thought 
maybe " 

She stopped in the midst of the sentence. 

" I will try to tell you," she said suddenly, 
'' that which is as a dream to me, yet is so 
real it must have been true. Then may- 
hap your knowledge and that which I have 
thought out myself, these put together may 
bring some light upon the darkness." 

The work had fallen from her hands. Her 
eyes were fixed upon Louise's face, weighted 
with the feelings that struggled for utterance 
in words. 

" The pictures come," began Amado again, 
" and some of them are not altogether like 
dreams. They are too vivid. But hear my 
story as it has written itself, picture by pic- 
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ture, upon my heart. How much of it is real, 
how much only dreams, I cannot tell you. 
' But when you have heard it, I plead with 
you to help me discover what part of it is 
true ; What there can be that hope has for 
me." 

" Go on, Amado, I beg you," said Louise. 

Her eyes were fixed intently upon Amado's 
face. She had taken her hand and was strok- 
ing it with caressing touch. 

" It is a story," continued Amado, " that 
begins with sunny skies and beautiful trees 
laden with the richest fruits. There were 
clinging vines, too, and flowers everywhere. 
Happiness and beauty, it seemed reigned all 
about me. And there were faces that come 
and go now before me, stirring my heart 
with a wistfulness because of memories I can- 
not put into words. 

" Then the scene changes to one of dark- 
ness and dread, followed by flight, a long 
journey over wild wastes of waters, the land- 
ing at a port where tall forests stretched all 
along the shores, and where, despite the wild- 
ness of our surroundings, all was peace and 
happiness again for a time. 

'^ Suddenly, as a storm-cloud descends, came 
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terror. The ship was seized and carried away. 
Terrible faces were seen all about us and lips 
spoke threats with wild gestures. We were 
again on the waters and sailing, sailing, with 
dreadful scenes going on all around us. But 
at length — it may have been days, or it may 
have been only hours — I know not— the ship 
drew again near to land, and we, men, women 
and children, were driven ashore as though 
we had been cattle. Following this came 
days of wandering through vast forests, of 
suffering, of such misery as I cannot put into 
words. There were many faces about me of 
the dead and the dying. 

'' The next picture that comes to me is of 
savage forms and faces. They swarmed all 
around us, but no harm was offered us. It 
seemed only that they took pity upon us, for 
after that I recall no more of misery and suf- 
fering ; but still there were wanderings, cease- 
less wanderings to and fro. 

" It must be," continued Amado, " that 
ever since I have been with the Indians. 
One by one the other faces, the fairer ones, 
faded away. What became of them I know 
not. Oft the Indians, Echoschy and the 
others, have tried to persuade me that it was 
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oiily my father whose face was fair, that my 
mother was of the same race as themselves. 
Sometimes I believed this, but again there 
were such memories in my heart as made me 
feel that this could not be true. There is one 
face that has always kept its place distinct 
with me, that has not grown dim with the 
passage of time as have the others. There is 
one voice, too, that it seems I can hear even 
now. I see the light from the eyes shining 
upon me. It never grows less. The lips 
move to speak words of endearment. One 
name rings constantly through my heart. In 
all these years that have I not forgotten." 

" Oh, Amado, Amado," cried Louise, " can 
it be that you " 

With passionate gesture Amado stopped her. 

" Nay," she exclaimed, " call me not thus 1 
Give to me no more that which is not mine, 
but let me hear again the name by which I 
now know that I was called in that long ago. 
Let it no more be Amado that your lips 
speak, but Suzann6." 

'^ Suzann6, Suzann^ I " repeated Louise, a 
glad light breaking over her face. " Oh, now 
I know that you are indeed of my people ! 
There can be no doubt of it. Your story 
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awakens memories in my own heart, recalls 
to mind things which I have heard that enter 
into the history of your people and mine. 
No doubt they will be clearer after a while. 
Then I may be able to help you tear away 
some part, at least, of the veil of perplexity 
that envelops you. But if I do not, be of 
good heart, it will all be made clear when we 
reach the fort, for there are those who will 
know." 

" If we ever reach there safely 1 " exclaimed 
Suzann^ with a heavy sigh. 

She had not meant thus to show her doubt. 
The words came ere she could control them. 

" Oh, Amado — Suzann6, 1 mean, you surely 
do not intend to say to me that you have no 
hope of our reaching my people ? " 

Seeing the despair in Louise's face, Suzann6 
sought quickly to rectify the mistake she had 
made. 

" I mean," she said guardedly, " that the 
way is long, and that it is perilous. Thus we 
must not set out with too high hopes." 

" Oh, but I feel that we shall reach there, 
Suzann6. Then what joy for both of us I I 
in having again my loved ones, and you in 
that you will surely hear something of yours 
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-—of those from whom you have been so long 
separated." 

" I have no hope of ever seeing my parents 
again/' said Suzann^, sadly. '' It is so long 
now that they must be dead. Yea, I have the 
feeling that they were with me in those dread- 
ful scenes, and that they are dead." 

" Feel not so, dear Suzann6, 1 entreat you. 
Let hope come to your heart. There are those 
who can " 

But what further Louise had been going to 
say was interrupted by a sound that at this 
moment came to them, and with such dis- 
tinctness as to strike terror to the hearts of 
both. 

The sound was that of the clanking of a 
sword and it seemed almost beneath them^ 
The sound had barely ceased when there was 
the noise made by moving feet. 

"It is the Spaniards 1" gasped Louise. 
" They have found our hiding-place. We are 
lost!" 

" Hush 1 " said Suzann6, " speak not so 
loud ! They may not yet know that we are 
here." 

Her lips trembled ; her face, too, had be- 
come ashen. In her heart she knew how 
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false was this hope she held out to Louise. 
The soldiers had no doubt heard them talk- 
ing. For the past few moments they had 
been very unguarded as to the strength of 
their tones. 

" Speak to me, Mademoiselle/' a voice now 
said from below. " Are you not there ? " 

Louise started violently. The voice was 
that of Francisco, she knew it well. In the 
sudden tempest of thought this fact aroused, 
she could not control herself 

" Wretch I " she cried, " so it is you who 
have followed to arrest us ? You would drag 
us back again to Menendez? Know then 
that rather than submit to this, I will die 
first. Yea, you may slay me, but you shall 
not again recapture me I " 

" Hear me I " he implored. " Do not mis- 
understand, I beg. Mademoiselle. Is not the 
woman with you? Then you or she come 
where I may see you. I have that to say 
which you must hear speedily, for my sake as 
well as for your own. I entreat that you will 
not delay." 

" 'Tis one whom not long ago I befriended," 
said Louise hastily to Suzann6, ^^a young 
soldier of the Spanish camp. He made prom- 
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ises which he did not keep. Later, when I 
saw him with the Spaniards, I knew how 
false had been his words. When he looked 
upon my misery he remembered not the past. 
Yea, he acted as though he had never before 
laid eyes on me. He no doubt thought I 
would embarrass him by reminding him of 
his debt. But not sol" she cried proudly. 
*' Yea, I would rather have died I It was he 
who conducted me to the tent where I was 
confined," continued Louise, " and who first 
remained there as guarcf. He is now below 
and he has come to carry us back to the 
Spanish camp, but, I say to thee, Suzann6, he 
shall slay me first ! " 

" I pray you. Mademoiselle, that you let me 
have speech with you speedily," repeated 
Francisco. 

His insistence was evident. 

'' He seems civil enough," said Suzann6. 
" Let us hear what he has to say. There are, 
no doubt, others with him, and we are at his 
mercy. Let us, too, be civil." 



CHAPTER XIX 

FRIEND OR FOE? 

Urged by Suzann6, Louise approached the 
opening, and looked downward. Greatly to 
her surprise she saw that Francisco stood 
there alone. He had also removed his armor, 
though he still wore his sword belt with the 
weapon attached. He had donned buckskin 
shirt and leggings and a woodsman's cap of 
skins. But for the hue of his face, giving 
evidence of its fairness despite its present tan, 
the patrician mould of his features, he might 
have been taken for a young Indian. 

"I have come hither. Mademoiselle," he 
said quickly, " as a friend." 

" You are late in showing it," said Louise, 
curtly. 

" Mademoiselle, hear me, I beg of you. 
You are no doubt incensed with me, and I 
must say justly so, because of my conduct at 
the camp. But what, I ask you, could I do 
there, surrounded by the soldiers of Menendez, 
and with the captain himself keeping sharp 

391 
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watch upon all? Had I recognized you I 
would at once have lost whatever of power 
was mine to aid you. For I should then 
have been placed under surveillance as well as 
yourself. What pain it was to me, Madem- 
oiselle, to act as I did, you can never know. 
But as you did not understand it is no wonder 
that you were surprised and indignant." 

" I was more surprised to find you there," 
declared Louise, unable to keep her feeling of 
contempt for him out of face and voice. 

" Yea, Mademoiselle, no wonder I after all I 
had protested to you." 

" How can I ever trust one again so fair of 
meaning, yet so false in the doing ? " 

Her voice rang out in passionate protes- 
tation. 

He winced under the words and his face 
turned paler. 

" Mademoiselle," he said suddenly, " I beg 
that you will permit me to come up there, 
where I can the better say to you what I have 
to tell." 

" Your conduct has spoken without words," 
declared Louise coldly. " If you have come 
to take me back to the camp, and there are 
those near at hand to help you, I cannot stay 
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your will and theirs. But I say to you again, 
you shall not take me alive. I know what it 
is that your captain would design. But he 
shall not accomplish his purpose upon those I 
love through me. Rather will I die. Yea; 
by the hand of one of those with you ; by your 
own hand maybe." 

He saw that she was scarcely responsible 
for her words, and he restrained those that 
came to his own lips, saying others instead, 
and very gently. 

" Mademoiselle, I do entreat that you will 
permit me to come where I may the more 
conveniently talk to you. That you may be 
convinced that I am here upon no errand that 
means harm to you, I will show you those 
who accompany me." 

He uttered a low call, when, almost imme- 
diately two Indians, and not Spaniards, ap- 
peared beneath the opening. 

" Pan-tau-tle and Psait-kop-ta I " exclaimed 
Suzann6. ** I know them, Mademoiselle. 
They are Andustee's people. You may trust 
them. Yea, they hate the Spaniard." 

" Mademoiselle," continued Francisco, " I 
press this matter of being received within 
your place of concealment because of the 
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danger to both you and me that steadily 
increases through my remaining below, where 
I may the more easily be detected. I know 
not what eyes may at any time descry me 
from the bushes. I thus beg that I may pro- 
ceed with my communication to you under 
cover." 

" Permit him to come up," implored Su- 
zanne. " Truth is in his face and in his voice. 
He means only good to thee. He may yet be 
our deliverer." 

Thus implored, Louise spoke her consent, 
but still ungraciously. 

Francisco waited only long enough to dis- 
miss his Indians to cover, then went quickly 
up the ladder. 

All this while no allusion had been made 
to the matter that, despite Louise's stress of 
mind, kept presenting itself to her thought. 
How had Francisco escaped from the passage- 
way ? It seemed as a miracle. 

It was the first thing upon which he touched 
so soon as he was seated on the straw beside 
them. For having now more exemption from 
discovery, he could permit himself wider range 
in his recital. 

'' I thought I heard you coming back, 
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^ Mademoiselle, and I flew again to the door 

in the passageway to speak to you/' began 
Francisco. " Already I had repented of my 
stubbornness in refusing to heed your plea for 
immediate escape. Not until several sentences 
had passed did I realize that I had made an 
awful mistake. I was terribly excited, or I 
would have noted it before. 

" The young woman sped back toward the 
fort. It was to betray me, I felt assured. I 
was rendered desperate by the situation and 
felt at that moment as though anything was 
preferable to being caught there like a rat in 
a trap. 

"Fortunately, she had left the door un- 
barred. Without further thought I sprang 
through it, resolved to make my way out 
into the fort, and there risk my chances of 
escape. Perhaps under cover of the darkness 
I might be taken for one of the guards. 
Heaven indeed favored me, Mademoiselle, for 
I escaped as you see." 

" And I believed that you had been buried 
under the earth that caved in I " exclaimed 
Louise. 

She had forgotten all else now in her deep 
interest in his narrative. 
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''Under the earth that caved, Madem« 
oiselle?" he repeated, and looked at her 
blankly. 

'' Ah, I see you do not know ! It could 
not have been many minutes after you left 
the passageway ere the earth caved, covering 
the disused arm so that it can never more be 
entered." 

" Then I did indeed escape from the very 
jaws of death. Mademoiselle I " he exclaimed 
with deep feeling. 

" Assuredly it was thus, and oh," she cried 
with sudden passionate outburst, "to think 
how little that through which you passed im- 
pressed you I How lightly held were the 
promises you made 1 how speedily forgotten I " 

He looked at her with eyes that hotly pro- 
tested the words spoken. 

" You are harsh, Mademoiselle 1 Yet how 
can I blame you, since you found me where 
you did ? But do not condemn me until my 
lips have spoken in defense." 

" I will listen to all that you have to say," 
she replied, speaking more kindly to him now 
than she had at any time since this meeting 
with him. 

" When I escaped over the wall of the fort 
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it was with the firm resolve to carry out all 
that I had said to you. Alas, I was no more 
than twenty miles away when I walked 
straight into the midst of a party of Spanish 
soldiers sent as scouts. Among them were 
men with whom I had served. To have de- 
clared my intention would have been to pro- 
claim my desertion, and that, Mademoiselle, 
as every soldier knows, means death if the 
offender be taken. Do not blame me if I 
thought then of the mother, of the far-away 
home, of the loved ones I should never see 
again if my lips spoke the words that swelled 
at my heart. For their sakes I must be silent 
and pretend to that which I did not feel. Oh, 
Mademoiselle, do not blame me too severely 1 
Do not be too hard upon me, I beg ! Try to 
see it as it would appear to me, as it would be 
to you if you were similarly placed. To have 
confessed would have been to lose all, the 
hope of escape to the sea, the prospect of be- 
holding again my home, of once more looking 
into the dear eyes of the mother whose heart I 
had wrung. To pretend to be one again 
with these men meant another chance to 
escape, another opportunity to carry out the 
desire burning in my heart. Oh, Madem- 
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oiaelle, I implore that you will look upon it 
in this way, that your heart will be moved to 
make excuse for me. For my mother's 
sake " 

"It is enough," she interrupted him. 
" Speak not those words ; they pierce my 
heart. I see now how you could not have 
done otherwise than this with all that ina- 
pelled you. Forgive my own harshness that 
I did so greatly wrong you." 

'' All is forgotten, Mademoiselle. Let ua 
talk now about your safety, for that is the 
question first of all at present. Ever since 
mine eyes beheld you a prisoner in the camp 
of Menendez, heart and mind have been in 
turmoil, thinking, planning, longing to find 
means to aid you in your escape. The Indian 
attack came just as I had decided upon a 
plan, but had not perfected it. One of the 
first shacks upon which the Indians fell was 
the one within which I had retired. So 
closely were we beset that at first it was a 
combat to preserve our lives ; but so soon as I 
could I escaped unobserved to the shack 
where you had been confined. I had deter- 
mined I would release you then at any cost 
and join you in your fiight. To my dismay 
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you were gone. I feared at first harm had be- 
fallen you. 

" Near the centre of the camp the combat 
was raging fiercely. All the soldiers were 
there engaged, for to that point they had been 
quickly summoned by the bugler's blast of 
alarm. From the indications it seemed that 
the Indians were about to become victorious. 
I decided then upon my own escape. I re- 
solved, also, to find out what had become of 
you. Luckily, eyes had seen you as you 
escaped, and had also noted the flight of the 
woman who attended you. Pan-tau-tie had 
taken no part in the fray, but he was loiter- 
ing about, anxious as to its results. 

" As we stumbled one upon the other, each 
thought he faced an enemy. But quick 
words disarmed each, and soon I had ac- 
quainted him with my desire and the need of 
him as well as of another who would prove 
faithful. It took little persuasion, Madem- 
oiselle, after my explanation. He refused re- 
muneration when he learned the name of your 
father. He had been befriended there, at the 
fort, and the commandant had done that for 
him which he can never forget." 

" Tis like my father to be ever considerate 
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of these poor savages," said Louise, her eyes 
glowing. " He has ever a tender heart where 
they are concerned." 

Unconsciously she sighed. She was think- 
ing then, despite herself, how unyielding that 
heart had been to her. 

" These Indians do highly regard him," de- 
clared Francisco, his eyes answering the glow 
that had so suddenly lighted hers at this trib- 
ute to her father. 

" We left the camp at once, Mademoiselle," 
he continued, " and it is due to Pan-tau-tle 
that our arrangements were so quickly made. 
His heart held pleasure at the thought of serv- 
ing you, but alas, it has since been made sad 
by the fate that has befallen his people. They 
have been driven oflT, and at great loss." 

" I feared such," said Suzann6. " Poor An- 
dustee 1 he was very unwise." 

"The chief himself is unhurt," replied 
Francisco, seeking to reassure her. "He 
is no doubt a friend to your people," he 
added. 

" Andustee, chief of the Oussatoes, is both 
kinsman and friend of Wando, chief of the 
Savannahs," she replied somewhat evasively 
and with a peculiar smile. 
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Francisco, however, did not n6te this. He 
was too busy with other matters. 

" Mademoiselle," he exdaimed with sudden 
vehemence, " all thought must now be turned 
upon your escape. How rejoiced is my heart 
that I may have part in this, I cannot tell 
you. I am here to sacrifice all, even life it- 
self, if need be, that you may be restored to 
your people. It is but a small recompense, 
after all, that I may make you in return for 
that which was done for me." 

" Speak not so," she entreated him. " Weigh 
not your words with such lightness. That 
which you have the intention to do is of value 
more than tongue can name, for do I not un- 
derstand what it is that you will give up for 
me ? Do I not know the hope you would re- 
nounce because of this obligation you feel that 
you owe me ? Let me beg that you will take 
time and think again over that which you 
have purposed. Remember what your heart's 
desire is ; to see again the home land, the 
loved ones there, chiefest of all the mother 
whose days you would make glad again. 
Change your determination to accompany me 
through the wilderness, and make good your 
own escape while yet there is opportunity." 
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'' Say no more, Mademoiselle. It is useless 
for you to seek to persuade me. Were your 
words many times more eloquent than they 
are now, still would I yield not. For I know 
that that which I purpose is right, is that 
which my mother herself would urge upon 
me to do though her eyes never again beheld 
me. Yea," he added, and with impassioned 
emphasis, " I say to you that I hold not life 
itself dear in payment of so sacred an obliga- 
tion as that which I owe to you." 

" I never thought " she began, but could 

not finish the words. 

Even now, when all doubt with reference to 
him had vanished, when she realized how 
truly noble was his nature, and her eyes were 
paying to him their just tribute of confidence, 
she could not bear that he should know how 
meanly she had regarded him. 

" But, Mademoiselle, we must talk of your 
escape now," he added hastily. " Time presses, 
and every moment that you remain here in- 
creases the danger of discovery." 

'' I thought this a safe place," said Suzann6 
quickly ; " that they would not think of look- 
ing here." 

" I have reason to believe they will," replied 
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Francisco, " when after scouring the country 
in the direction of the fort, they fail to come 
upon the fugitives. They are no doubt by this 
time aware that you — ^you — — " 

He paused and glanced at Suzann6 ques- 
tioningly. 

" I do not know your name," he added. 

" Suzann6," she answered. 

He showed his surprise at the name, espe- 
cially at the manner in which it was pro- 
nounced. He, however, asked no further 
question, but pursued his line of thought. 

"They are no doubt aware by this time, 
Suzann6, that you have escaped with Madem- 
oiselle. Some of your own people are likely 
to call to the attention of the soldiers the fact 
that you know of this village. As pursuit was 
begun not long after your escape they will 
have the assurance that you could not have 
proceeded far without detection. It is alto- 
gether probable then that they will think of 
your lying in concealment here till the danger 
of pursuit has lessened. We must therefore 
hasten away. Mademoiselle, I pray that you 
will prepare to set oflf at once." 

''That is impossible," declared Suzann6. 
'' Mademoiselle is altogether unable to travel. 
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Her feet are in a dreadful condition. I have 
but a little while ago dressed and bound 
them." 

For a moment he seemed dismayed by the 
prospect. His eyes, too, showed his deep 
sympathy for her. 

''Mademoiselle, this is too bad," he said, 
" and I am so sorry because of the injury you 
have suffered and the pain that is still yours." 

He looked at Suzann6 now, and continued : 

" I had hoped that we might go right on 
from here to the village of Con-as-tee, kinsman 
of Pan-tau-tle. It is twelve miles away. 
Once there, we are sure of safety, for a time 
at least. He will also assist us in further 
journeying through the forest." 

" Oh, Suzann6," cried Louise, " I must try 
to go. We must make our escape from 
here while yet time is given us. Suppose 
that " 

What further she had been going to say 
was rudely interrupted. For at that very 
moment a head, bedecked with eagle feathers, 
and with its long black locks straggling about 
the face, was pushed up through the opening 
without any ceremony, and a gutteral voice 
began to speak. 
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** White Brother, when you dismissed Pan- 
tau-tle he went toward the Spanish camp, 
crawling as the snake crawls. His eye was 
that of the hawk that watches for his prey 
through the hushes, and his ear had the keen- 
ness of the deer's own. Only so long ago as 
it took him to speed back over the way he 
saw and heard the Spaniard as he proceeded 
hither. Guatanamo, the false one, was with 
them. He was telling th^m of this village. 
They may turn aside for the space of a mo- 
ment or so to examine the signs by the way ; 
but White Brother, if you would save the 
maiden not a moment more must be lost I 
We must go I " 



CHAPTER XX 

FLIGHT 

A SHARP cry escaped Suzann6. 

"What is it?" asked Louise, for she had 
only in part understood Pan-tau-tle. 

" The Spaniards are near," replied Suzann6. 
" They are coming this way." 

" Oh, then we must escape and now I Not 
a moment is to be lost I " 

As she spoke, she made and effort to rise, 
but sank back again with a sudden moan. 

Suzann6 looked at Francisco in appeal. 

" What is to be done ? " she asked. " You 
see it is not possible for her to travel." 

" She must be carried," he said resolutely. 
" I will summon the Indians." 

They came almost as quickly as called. 
The blanket Suzann6 had procured served as 
a hammock, and in this Louise was swung 
between them. The arrangements were 
speedily effected, and in only about five 
minutes from the time Pan-tau-tle had made 
his announcement, they were down the lad- 
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der and ready for the journey through the 
forest. 

They started away at a brisk pace. It was 
astonishing to see with what ease the Indians 
carried Louise. Yet, although the bearers 
moved with such celerity, the hearts of Fran- 
cisco and Suzann6 were beating with appre- 
hension. They did not know at what mo- 
ment the Spaniards might appear. Even 
before they were sheltered by the thicker 
foliage of the forest, the eyes of their pur- 
suers might be upon them. But fortune 
favored them, and they not only saw nothing 
of the Spaniards, but they reached safely the 
village of Con-as-tee about four o'clock in the 
afternoon. The only exciting incident of the 
way was the slaying of a bear that sought 
to attack them. 

They had so far escaped detection by the 
Spaniards, but they had reason to believe that 
their pursuers were scattered through the 
forest. The greater danger now lay between 
Con-as-tee's village and the fort. 

The old chief received them hospitably, 
listened with deep interest to the story of 
Pan-tau-tle, and offered to add to the escort. 
But Francisco thought this not a wise pro- 
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ceeding. A small party might escape de- 
tection better than a large one. In case of an 
attack by the Spaniards, twenty Indians would 
do no more good than two; in either case 
they would be quickly overpowered. Their 
sole hope was to get through the forest unde- 
tected. One thing, however, advised by the 
chief met with ready response from Fran- 
cisco. This was to remain another day and 
night at the village. 

Louise's feet had already begun to show 
signs of healing, thanks to the effective 
remedy applied by Suzann6. The chief de- 
clared that one of his own medicine women 
could cause the improvement to be even more 
marked in another day, and the result showed 
that he spoke truly. A quantity of the heal- 
ing ointment was prepared so that it might 
be taken along. 

During their stay at the village Louise 
learned more of Suzanne's history. With the 
knowledge thus acquired came the explana- 
tion of that which had caused her so much 
astonishment, Suzanne's manner and her 
form of speech. She had been adopted by 
the chief, made his favorite daughter, and 
given the opportunity to acquire an education 
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through the teachers from St. Augustine who 
occasionally visited the tribe. One of these 
had given especial attention to Suzann6. She 
had learned so rapidly that the good man's 
delight in her was great. 

It was the evening of the third day since 
the escape from the Spanish camp. They had 
come twenty miles from the village of Con- 
as-tee, but as it had been by a roundabout way, 
it was no more than fifteen miles as the bird 
would fly. During the day they had had a 
close escape, so very close that even the re- 
membrance of it made them tremble. Almost 
they had stumbled upon a squad of Spanish 
soldiers lying down for a rest. The noise 
made by our fugitives in the suddenness with 
which they were forced to retreat had at- 
tracted the attention of the soldiers. Had 
they been a little more alert, or our friends a 
little less tactful in the effort to escape, the 
worst must have happened. 

The little party of fugitives was now look- 
ing for a place to pitch camp for the night. 
They had to choose the spot with care, for, 
apart from the danger to be apprehended be- 
cause of the Spaniards there was also the one 
of attack by wild beasts. The Indians knew 
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of a spot enclosed by thick coppices of myrtle. 
ThiSi together with growths of the yuca, made 
almost impenetrable walls. Once within the 
enclosure the fugitives would be compara- 
tively safe. They were now hastening to- 
ward it. 

On this day Louise's feet had reached such 
a degree of improvement that she had insisted 
on walking for a short distance, but was now 
being carried again. 

They were only some two hundred and 
fifty or three hundred yards from the point 
they desired to make, when suddenly a groan 
smote upon their ears. It was truly startling 
because of its suddenness and nearness. It 
was followed almost immediately by another 
and still another. 

'' What is it? " asked Louise of Suzann6, as 
all had paused on hearing the sound. 

" It is some one near who has been hurt." 

'' Then let us seek at once to give them our 
help." 

She motioned to Pan-tau-tle to lower the 
folds of the blanket so that she might 
descend. 

" Shall we not seek the sufferer ? " she asked 
of Francisco. 
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"Let us be cautious," he advised. "We 
know not what trick it may be. There! 
Pan-tau-tle is reconnoitring. He will know 
best what to do." 

The Indian had not gone far into the brush * 
when he returned. 

" It is one of the soldiers, White Brother, 
and he is wounded unto death. An Indian 
wound. He no doubt strayed away from his 
fellows and has been slain in revenge." 

Then, scarcely moving a muscle of his face, 
Pan-tau-tle added, 

"Good! Goodl" 

Francisco quickly imparted to Louise and 
Suzann6 the information received from Pan- 
tau-tle. 

"Let us go to him at once," entreated 
Louise. " We may do something to ease his 
suffering." 

" You have indeed a noble heart, Madem- 
oiselle," exclaimed Francisco, "that you do 
not remember this man is an enemy." 

" I remember naught, my friend, save that 
he suffers. Let us go to him without delay." 

"Your bidding shall be obeyed, Madem- 
oiselle ; and you may do what you can to re- 
lieve him. But let me remind you that we 
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must not tarry here beyond a few minutes. 
Even this short delay may bring us danger. 
It is not merciful, I know, to go on unheed- 
ing when there is one in such sore distress." 

The wounded Spaniard presented a sicken- 
ing spectacle. Had Francisco realized how 
sickening, it is safe to say he would not have 
permitted Louise's approach. He had been 
stabbed, scalped and left for dead, but had 
now revived to the extent that he was par- 
tially conscious. 

As Louise and Suzann6 drew near he begged 
piteously for water. 

It was Louise who bent over him first. She 
took the drinking horn from Suzann6, and 
held it to his lips, though her heart was fietint 
within her at the awful sight he presented. 

The sun was now within a half hour of its 
setting, and only a few beams of its fading 
light struggled through the thick leafy foliage 
of the trees. All about them the gray twi- 
light was gathering. Objects were growing 
more and more indistinct, but upon the face 
of the dying man the flickering light of the 
sun fell with an effect that rendered it ghast- 
lier still. It seemed to emphasize the horror 
and suffering stamped upon his features. 
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Louise tried to arrange so that his head 
might be placed in a more comfortable posi- 
tion. She motioned to Suzann6 and Fran- 
cisco to break boughs from the young ten- 
der pines. When she had a pillow of these 
she took the kerchief from about her neck 
and spread it over them. Then, as she 
turned away, faint and sick because of 
the awful sight the bleeding head pre- 
sented, Francisco, at her request, drew the 
poor sufferer into a less uncomfortable posi- 
tion. 

Regaining her feet, Louise stood looking 
down upon the wounded man with eyes from 
which the hot tears were falling. Her lips 
were murmuring, but only that one Ear to 
which the words were addressed heard aught 
that was spoken. 

" Oh, dear Father in Heaven," Louise was 
murmuring, "what would I do now did I 
wear the scarlet token ? had bound myself by 
that awful oath ? " 

" Mademoiselle," said Francisco decidedly, 
**we must be going now. Not another mo- 
ment ought we to linger here. You cannot 
do the poor man any more good. He will 
fioon be gone. It must be great comfort to 
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you to 666 how your ministrations have 
800th6d him." 

" Must we leav6 him to die here ? " asked 
Louise with quivering voice. 

''There is naught else, Mademoiselle. It 
can benefit him nothing to move him. All 
will soon be over, believe me." 

'' But it seems so cruel. The wild beasts 
may come and rend him." 

'' Perhaps not until he is dead," said Su- 
zanne gently. 

" Are you sure he is dying ? " asked Louise 
with quick anxiety. " See I he is moving his 
head again. He may be coming to himself. 
Oh, let us " 

Francisco caught her by the arm, gently, 
yet firmly. 

" Mademoiselle," he said, " I do en- 
treat " 

The sentence was never finished, for at that 
moment there were the sounds of footsteps 
closing in upon them. 

As they glanced up, they caught the gleam 
of muskets, and though the light was now 
dim, saw distinctly the outlines of armed men. 

There was a cry from Suzann6, while Fran- 
cisco quickly drew his sword, placing himself 
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in front of her and Louise. Pan-tau-tle 
leaped forward, his arm swiftly raised to 
strike with the spear, but ere the weapon 
could descend, the arm was grasped and held 
as in a vise. 

No sound escaped Louise, but she stood 
quivering as though shaken by a rude wind. 
She had buried her face in her hands to shut 
out the sight of the mocking countenances 
she felt were all about her. How could she 
endure to face again this horrible fate ? to be 
recaptured and carried back to Menendez? 
But in a moment more her heart leaped at 
sound of a familiar voice that spoke her name. 

" Louie, can it indeed be true that we have 
found thee ? " 

It was Antoine Charnissot who thus ad- 
dressed her, and there beside him stood Mon- 
sieur Ren6 La Chere, the young Swedish 
guardsman, Oscar Retzel, and back of them 
their Indian guides. 

Could she believe her eyes ? Oh, it surely 
was too good to be real I For a brief space 
she seemed afraid to move lest they vanish 
from her sight and she find it only a dream. 
But in another moment she was grasping 
their hands and pouring out to them her joy 
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at their coming. Then the question that had 
been in her heart since first she beheld them 
fell tremblingly from her lips. 

" My father I Is he not here ? " 

"He desired to come," replied Antoine 
quickly, " and it was all we could do to 
stay him. But it was deemed wisest and 
best that he leave not the fort at this 
time." 

Gladness thrilled her at the words. Her 
father had desired to come. Surely, then, he 
had forgiven her I It might be, too, that the 
council had acted and had cleared her. But 
she would ask that question later. 

"To whom have you been ministering, 
Mademoiselle ? " asked Monsieur Ren6 sud- 
denly. " We noted as we approached that 
you did give comfort to some one wounded or 
sick. We hear, too, the moans of the suffer- 
ing person." 

Her heart gave a sudden leap, then almost 
ceased beating. Not yet had they obtained 
sufficient view of the wounded man to note 
that he was a Spaniard. Not only was the 
light dim, but she and Suzann6 stood directly 
between them. 

" 'Tis one wounded by the Indians," she 
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made answer, but in so faint a voice they 
barely understood her. 

The man moved again restlessly, moaning 
in his pain. 

" He is surely in great sufiering," said 
Antoine, "and he must be seriously hurt. 
How did it happen ? " 

" He is dying I Oh, Antoine, stay I " 

The impassioned appeal in her voice waa 
apparent to all, especially was it noticeable to 
Antoine, who paused, in the midst of the 
movement he had made, to regard her with 
surprise. 

" Why, Mademoiselle, must I not approach 
him? Surely there is nothing out of the 
way in my doing so I I thought perhaps I 
might " 

" No one can do aught to help him now. 
He is beyond earthly power. Oh, say that 
he may die in peace 1 " 

An inkling of the situation had now begun 
to make itself manifest to Monsieur Ren6; 
besides he had caught a glimpse of the out- 
lined form of the man, as Louise, in her 
desire to stop Antoine, had moved apart from 
Suzann6. 

" Back, comrade," he said to Antoine, and 
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in a tone of quick decision. '' Mademoiselle 
acts thus, thinking of that from which she 
would save us. Hearken then to her appeal. 
It is best, believe me. Afterward you will 
thank her that thus she stayed you." 

"A Spaniard 1" exclaimed Oscar at this 
moment; then looked swiftly at Monsieur 
Ren6. " Sir, surely " 

" We have seen naught, Oscar. Keep your 
eyes turned away, and your tongue in halter. 
Heard you not that the wretch is even now at 
death's portal ? Let the hand of the Almighty 
One snuff out the candle, not ours." 

"But think. Monsieur " Oscar began, 

then paused as his glance passed significantly 
from one to the other of the badges of scarlet 
upon their breasts. Plainly his face said there 
were no further words needed. 

" We have taken vow," said Antoine under 
his breath. " Think you not of this. Mon- 
sieur?" 

He, too, now realized the situation. 

" But we have not seen," persisted Monsieur 
Ren6. Then, as his hand closed firmly about 
Antoine's, he added : 

" Forget you who is present, Antoine ? 
Even if nerve were given us for the deed — 
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which I now doubt, since we have come face 
to face with the occasion for it — could we slay 
with those eyes to witness ? " 

'^We could send Mademoiselle and the 
woman away," replied Antoine, but the 
words were spoken weakly. Already the 
impossibility of accomplishing a deed so hor- 
rible had come to him as well as to Monsieur 
Ren^. He felt at that moment as though 
he would rather receive the sword thrust 
himself than to descend to an act so barbar- 
ous. 

^' Let us be going," said Monsieur Ren6 
quickly. "We must find encampment for 
the night. Already the wild beasts scent us. 
Hear you not the howls ? " 

"There are those here, Monsieur,'* replied 
Louise, " who were conducting us to a most 
favorable spot when the groans of the— the 
wounded man smote upon our ears, and we 
turned us aside to give him aid. There is 
also one. Monsieur, whom I must now present 
to you, one who hast most nobly befriended 
me. In the excitement of your coming and 
the strain of that which has since been upon 
me I did forget him. 

" My friend," she added, turning about as 
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though to address a second person, '' forgive 
me that I have so long " 

The words died upon her lips, and the 
brightening expression of her face gave way 
to one of utter astonishment, as, turning, she 
saw only Pan-tau-tle standing behind her. 
Francisco and Psait-kop-ta had vanished. 

She called Francisco. There was no re- 
sponse. He had evidently gone to escape 
observation, slipping away at the first appear- 
ance of the men from the fort. 

" The White Brother is gone," said Pan-tau- 
tle in confirmation of her fear. " Now that 
the friends of the White Sister have come, he 
thought there was no longer need of him. 
But Pan-tau-tle has been left that he may 
show the White Sister and her friends the 
safe spot where they may camp." 



CHAPTER XXI 

FORGIVENESS FOR A FOE 

For a few moments the sudden and un- 
ceremonious departure of Francisco both 
worried and vexed Louise. But after she had 
had time to think it over well she saw clearly 
that he had acted wisely. His presence would 
no doubt have been an embarrassment, as 
close questions were sure to be asked by Mon- 
sieur Ren6 and the others. Then there was 
the danger to himself, which he no doubt 
realized. He was still a Spaniard in senti- 
ment, though he had severed his connection 
with Menendez. He could not perjure himself 
by answering their enquiries falsely, by repre- 
senting himself as other than he was. Be- 
sides, what might not occur should the dis- 
covery be made that he was the one whom 
Louise had hidden in the passageway? 
Thus by departing he could save both himself 
and her. 

As they turned away they glanced once 
again at the wounded man. 

831 
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"Poor fellow, he is dead/' said Monsieur 
Ren6 to Antoine. 

" O now he cannot suffer from the beasts/' 
said Louise, her eyes suffused with tears. 
" My heart rejoices that it is so 1 " 

" Tis thus she speaks of one/' said Mon- 
sieur Ren6, and again with some bitterness, 
" who no doubt was with those who put her 
people to death ; who would rise even now, 
were the power his, and slay her, fair girl that 
she is, and without compunction." 

" 'Tis her woman's heart," replied Antoine, 
" that causes her to pity him in spite of all. 
'Tis ever thus that they are led, on the side of 
mercy." 

There was something like a feeling of satis- 
faction in his own heart that it had been the 
Almighty hand and not his by which the few 
faint fiickerings of life had been extinguished. 

Pan-tau-tle left them so soon as he had 
conducted them within the safe barricade of 
yucas. 

" I go to join the White Brother," he said 
to Louise. " He knows not the forest, neither 
does Psait-kop-ta, so well as Pan-tau-tle," he 
added proudly. 

'' Farewell," said Louise as she pressed bis 
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hand warmly. "God reward you, Pan-tau- 
tle, for all your goodness to me. How could 
I ever have gotten through the forest but for 
you and Psait-kop-ta ? You must tell him, 
too, how I thank him." 

The Indian showed his appreciation of the 
words and the warm pressure of the hand. 

Her father, he told her, had been a true 
friend. What, therefore, Pan-tau-tle had done 
had been first in payment of a debt, then for 
her own sake. 

In lower tones Louise sent messages to 
Francisco. There was a sore spot in her heart 
as she thought that she had doubtless looked 
upon him for the last time. 

In the safety of the camp their mutual ex- 
periences were related. Louise spoke of 
Francisco as one who was a friend of the 
Indians. Later, she- resolved, she would tell 
them the whole story. Now they must be 
thinking of other things. Just enough of 
Suzanne's history was related to cause a warm 
interest in her to be taken. Monsieur Ren6 
had already begun to join fragments of it 
together, and also to recall incidents that 
caused the light to gradually grow clearer. 

Louise now learned of the incidents that 
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had transpired at the fort following her cap- 
ture. Her father's grief was related to her in 
a manner that no longer left doubt of his love 
and his forgiveness. Indeed, he sent messages 
of such a nature as made her heart sing for 
joy. Monsieur Ren6 and Antoine also told her 
that, while the council had not acted up to 
the time of their departure, yet the sentiment 
of the fort was now so overwhelmingly in her 
favor that there was no doubt as to what the 
verdict would be. 

The searching party sent out from the fort 
had first been delayed at one of the Indian 
towns. Then it had gone upon two false 
trails, so that this point where they had met 
with Louise was only a little more than a 
day's journey from the fort. 

" But had we not been delayed, had we not 
gone upon the wrong scents," said Monsieur 
Ren6, " we might not thus have found you, 
Mademoiselle." 

"For all of which we render devout 
thanks," added Antoine with deep feel- 
ing. 

" The greatest danger now is before us," said 
Monsieur Ren6. " The Spaniards, we believe, 
are forming a cordon about the fort, thus 
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fieeking to intercept us, and also to perfect their 
plans for an attack upon the garrison." 

" Then indeed are we in danger I '' exclaimed 
Louise, " for they are strong in numbers, and 
the heart of Menendez is like adamant in that 
which he has resolved to do." 

" To think you have been in his presence 1 " 
exclaimed Antoine, and with an unmistakable 
shudder ; " that you have even talked to him, 
and yet have escaped I " 

** It has only been by the mercy of God," 
replied Louise, ''and the noble aid of this 
good one here," indicating Suzann6, " and of 
that other one of whom I have told you." 

" Your tongue is ready in the praise of the 
one who did so suddenly depart from us," said 
Monsieur Ren6, " yet you have told us little 
of him. We would know more of him who 
has so nobly befriended you." 

'' Was he raised among the Indians ? " asked 
Antoine, '* You spoke of him as being com- 
panion with them." 

" No," replied Louise hesitatingly ; " but he 
has been much with them." 

" You tell us he is not of their race," said 
Antoine again. "What, then, is he? It 
surely cannot be," he added, with a quick 
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lighting of the face, '' that he is of the same 
blood with ourselves? " 

" Nay," replied Louise after a momeDt, and 
with her eyes cast down ; " though," she added 
suddenly and lifting her glance to Antoine's, 
'' I do now recall that he once said to me 
words which caused me to believe that he is 
not wholly Span " 

The dreaded word had been partly spoken 
ere she could recover herself All noted it. 
Too late now was it to seek to remedy the 
mistake. 

'' He is a Spaniard ? " asked Monsieur Ren6 
quietly. 

"Yes," replied Louise, and though her 
heart was beating fast yet the words came 
firmly. 

" This is strange ! " and now Monsieur Ren6 
looked at her with steady enquiry. 

" Yes, he is a Spaniard," added Louise with 
brave decision, "but, oh, I could never tell 
you all that he has done for me ! what he has 
risked that I might be brought safely through 
the forests to my people! Though he is a 
Spaniard," she continued, " yet he takes no 
part in the cruel deeds done by them. His 
heart is sickened by the sight. He is but a 
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boy. He was not here when the awful thing 
at La Caroline happened. He speaks of it 
with shuddering. O, believe me, Messieurs, 
his heart is tender. He was but a wild boy 
who ran away from home and mother. He 
longs with all his soul to return. This is 
what he is now seeking to do, I am sure. 
For this reason he left us when he saw me 
safely with you, that no time might be lost in 
beginning the journey on which his heart 
is set." 

"Say no more. Mademoiselle," spoke An- 
toine. "Spaniard or whatever else he may 
be, it matters not now. He has befriended 
you; has run risks that you might escape 
Menendez. For this we forgive him all else. 
We even speak his name with gratitude." 

" Thank you, Antoine," she said with feel- 
ing. " It is like you to be generous. 

"There is a story. Messieurs," she added, 
and turning to each, " that will surprise you 
much to hear. But I fancy not the telling 
now. The desire is with me to reserve the 
relating of it until I come face to face with 
my father and the others at the fort." 

"Follow that desire, Mademoiselle," said 
Monsieur Ren6 promptly. " Our curiosity 
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shall be held in curb until it is your pleasure 
to release it. It doth occur to me now," he 
added with decision » as he glanced into the 
faces of those about him, '' that already we 
have indulged in far too much of conversa- 
tion for our good. Let us from this time 
forth be chary of speech since every word 
spoken above a whisper makes that much 
more risk for us. We know not what listen- 
ing ear it may find." 

All speedily agreed as to the wisdom of this 
reasoning, and soon silence fell upon the 
camp. 

At an early hour of the following morning 
they were on the move. Their hope was to 
reach a point within ten or twelve miles of 
the fort by twilight. But they did not know 
what obstacles would be encountered nor how 
many detours they would have to make. 

Louise's feet were now in such favorable 
condition that sh^ was enabled at intervals to 
undertake short periods of walking. 

The Westoes proved fine guides and noble 
allies. They seemed to know the forest like 
a book. There were now four of them in the 
company. They went on steadily until noon 
of that day, halting only once or twice and 
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then for but a brief period of rest. They were 
now seeking a sheltered spot where the noon 
hour might be passed and the noonday meal 
eaten. 

Louise was walking, supported by Monsieur 
Ren6 and Antoine. They were nearing the 
spot mentioned by the Indians. For some 
reason Suzann6 had darted ahead. She was 
thirsty, and the reference to a spring of de- 
lightfully cool water had made her eager. 

Suddenly she sprang back toward them. 
Her face had turned ashen in its pallor, her 
limbs were trembling. 

" Come and see 1 Come and see 1 " was all 
that she could gasp. 

" Is there danger? " Antoine asked quickly. 

"No, Monsieur. But 'tis an awful sight. 
Come ! " 

She spoke truly. Had Antoine realized 
one-tenth part of its gruesomeness he assuredly 
would have sought to restrain Louise from 
looking upon it. As it was, all now hastened 
toward the spot indicated by Suzann6, impelled 
by the desire to behold that which had so 
moved her. 

The sight was indeed horrible. Two Indians 
had been fastened, each to a tree, the trunks 
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of which were not more than five feet apart. 
They were face to face, and their bodies were 
bound with innumerable thongs. One had 
managed to free his right arm. He was alive 
and apparently not fatally hurt. But the 
other was dead, and his body presented a 
shocking spectacle. For wild beasts had at- 
tacked them both during the night. 

The one yet living had either managed to 
sufficiently protect himself by using his free 
arm, or else the beasts had been frightened 
off ere they finished their work. The dead 
Indian was horribly mutilated, but the other 
had received only a few lacerations, chiefly on 
the breast and arms. One on the former, how- 
ever, proved to be deeper than at first ap» 
peared. 

He raised his eyes with mute appeal as the 
party neared him, Suzann6 and Antoine in the 
lead. The next moment his glance fell, while 
a sharp cry escaped him. It was echoed by 
Suzann6. 

" Combee I " she cried. " Combee I Tis the 
Huspah I " 

She felt her arm grasped by Louise, who 
had now approached her. Leaning against 
8uzann6, she fixed her eyes steadily upon the 
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face of the Indian. She was trembling so that 
she needed the support of SuzannS ; but, be- 
yond a quick exclamation, no sound escaped 
her. 

It was indeed the Huspah upon whom they 
looked. 

Antoine made a sudden movement toward 
the hilt of his sword. Ere he could grasp it, 
Louise's hand was upon his arm. 

" Slay not, Antoine,'* she entreated. 

He turned to glance into her eyes with an 
expression that made her heart sink. 

" See you not," he asked, " that 'tis the dog 
who did betray you ? " 

" For such as he," declared Monsieur Ren6, 
stoutly, " there can be only death 1 " 

Then, as he turned his face toward the In- 
dian, he added : 

" The beasts might have saved us the miser- 
able job. Pity they did not ! " 

*^ All the same we'll finish their work," as- 
serted Oscar with a firm closing of the lips. 

" We'll spare ourselves the trouble of unty- 
ing him," spoke Antoine again. *' We can 
make swifter work of him as he is. But first 
of all. Mademoiselle, I ask of you and the 
woman to retire." 
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But Louise still had fast hold upon his arm, 
and would not let it go. 

" Antoine," she implored, " I beg that you 
will not slay him. How can you, and he ao 
wounded and helpless ? Rather let us succor 
him." 

** 'Twould be more in accord with what he de- 
serves," said Oscar grimly, " to fasten his arm 
again and leave him here for the wolves to 
finish their work. They are certain to return 
to-night." 

'* Agreed," said Antoine. 

" Nay I " implored Louise. " Be merciful ! 
Unfasten him, Antoine, and let us minister 
to him." 

" Never 1 Yea, hear me. Mademoiselle. 
When I remember all that he has done to you ; 
how that he led you away to your death, for all 
that he knew, the wonder is that I can so long 
forbear laying hands upon him." 

" My friends, dear friends," pleaded Louise, 
and now her eyes sought the face of each, 
" listen to me, I beg. Do nothing in haste, 
Jo nothing cruel which you will afterward, in 
your cooler moments, deplore. Do not stain 
the swords of true knights and pure gentle- 
men by deed such as this. Untie him and let 
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him go. There will be only the one chance 
in the many that he reaches his people alive. 
Give him that chance." 

All this time the wretched Combee, tossed 
between fear and anguish, was pleading to be 
released. He begged piteously for his life, 
seeking to excuse himself for the deed com- 
mitted. The Spaniard (Menendez) had as- 
sured him that no harm would befall Louise, 
and that, in the end, all would turn out well 
for those at the fort. 

It was also a piteous story that he moaned 
out with reference to his present plight. The 
Spaniards, despite his protestations, had per- 
sisted in connecting him with the attack 
by Andustee and his people. He had fre- 
quently been seen with them. Louise's es- 
cape was also thought a part of the scheme 
against the Spaniards. She had been seized 
by some of the Indians and carried away to a 
place of safety where she would be held for 
ransom. Combee, accused of this treachery, 
had sought in his alarm to escape. He had 
been overtaken, bound to the tree, together 
with one of Andustee's men who bore him 
company. They had then been left to their 
£ate. 
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" Listen to him/' entreated Louise. " I be- 
lieve that he is telling the truth. He has 
stood face to face with death. Surely he 
could not thus deceive. See how he suffers 1 
He has been sufl&ciently punished. Have 
pity. Give him the one chance, and let 
him go." 

"Cared he anything for the suffering he 
brought to thee or to us?" asked Antoine 
bitterly. 

" Or was there aught of pity bestowed upon 
thee?" asked Monsieur Ren6, an ominous 
light in his eyes. 

During all this time Suzann^ had remained 
silent ; but now she added her voice to Lou- 
ise's in plea for him. 

"I think, Messieurs, he did not intend 
harm to her. When he brought her to the 
camp he asked that she should be well treated. 
He did not realize the great wickedness of the 
deed. He thought only of the reward and 
of the assurance of the Spaniard that she 
should not be harmed. Spare his life. He 
is so repentant. Surely he will do as he 
promises, mend his ways." 

"Your words are weak," said Monsieur 
Ren6, looking at her disapprovingly. " There 
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will be no mending of the ways for him. As 
well let a serpent go expecting it not to use 
its sting." 

" Say no more," Antoine besought of Lou- 
ise. "All that may be said cannot conceal 
the fact that he should die for a deed so 
wicked. What we do now beseech of you is 
to withdraw." 

"Good gentlemen, true friends, listen to 
me." 

She had clasped her hands. They were 
extended in supplication, while the expres- 
sion of her face was such they veiled their 
eyes before it. 

"The deed that you seek is of a nature 
that it will give to no one of you any meas- 
ure of satisfaction through all your days. O, 
believe this ! Now you are heated by passion. 
Your eyes are blinded. As it seems to you 
now, it will not seem later. Then will you 
thank me for what I do. Let the wretch go. 
Faint, wounded, near to death, what harm 
can he bring to you or to me? I think I 
read his nature aright. He will the rather 
turn to you and to me because of our succor. 
Let me then have my way in this, I beg, yea, 
I implore you. Good Monsieur Ren6, you at 
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least will hearken to me. You are older, yon 
are wiser. Therefore your judgment is cooler. 
See you not this as I do ? Ah, I read by the 
expression of your face that you are jrielding. 
Quick ! give me your knife, then turn your 
back that you may see naught of it! For 
'tis my own hand that would seek to loose his 
bonds." 

He complied as one under pressure,, unable 
to resist ; but all the same, to Louise's joy, he 
yielded. Slowly, reluctantly he gave the 
knife into her hand. 

" We will let her release him," he said to 
Antoine by way of excuse. " That, at least, 
can do no harm. There'll be opportunity 
later," he added significantly. 

" Yes, we can yield this much to her, but 
no more," added Antoine. 

" Poor wretch ! poor Combee ! " said Louise, 
pityingly, as with quick, deft stroke she 
sought to sever his bonds. 

His eyes regarded her gratefully. What 
she saw there thrilled her for long afterward. 

She did not realize how keen was the knife, 
how much the strength she gave to the stroke, 
nor that he might be very weak from all that 
he had endured. 
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Suddenly she saw him reel. The bonds 
had parted quicker than she knew. Too late 
she sought to catch and steady him. His 
body plunged forward and fell with a sicken- 
ing thud upon the earth. Almost at the 
same moment the blood began to come in 
little spurts froiii the wound in his breast. 

With a cry of self-reproach Louise bent 
over him. His face, already haggard from 
suffering, began to take on a ghastlier hue. 
Convulsive tremors seized him; his limbs 
stiffened. 

'' The wretch is dying/' said Monsieur Ren6 
to Antoine. " Our services will be saved us, 
and our good swords need not be sheathed in 
so vile a carcass. The wound in the chest is 
deeper than we thought. The concussion of 
the fall has caused it to bleed afresh I " 

" He was no doubt pretty well gone without 
this, at least further than we thought," re- 
plied Antoine. 

'' Doubtless so. At any rate I, for one, am 
glad it ends as it does. For while I felt the 
desire to slay the wretch, yet fancied I not the 
deed." 

" Nor I," admitted Antoine. 

A more convulsive shuddering seized 
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Combee. His lips twitched with the effort 
to pronounce the word that struggled for ut- 
terance, while his eyes were fastened upon 
Louise in an appeal that thrilled her to the 
heart. 

The word came at last. 

" Forgive ! " murmured Combee. 

The pleading expression of his face, the 
passionate appeal in his eyes proved, beyond 
even the inclination to doubt, that one seed, 
at least, from the divine teachings of the Man 
of Galilee had found lodgment in his heart. 



CHAPTER XXII 

SURROUNDED 

That evening they encamped within fif- 
teen miles of the fort. They had hoped to ba 
nearer, but had been delayed by the meeting 
with and the death of Combee. 

From signs gathered as they journeyed 
through the forests, they were now more than 
ever of the opinion that the vicinity of the 
fort held for them their greatest peril. Span- 
iards were all about it, they felt assured, 
though not in sight of the garrison. They 
were watching every point of egress. 

Menendez had plainly shown his desire to. 
have Louise in his possession. As had been 
made evident, he hoped to use her as the 
means of driving her father to the surrender 
of the fort. He little knew the mettle of the 
rugged commander of Fort Ribaut or the 
spirit of the girl herself 

Thwarted in his first design, Menendez 
would no doubt seek to recapture Louise. It 
would be the quicker way, as he thought, to 
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accomplish the surrender of the garrison. 
One of the Indians, sent on a scouting expe- 
dition the previous night, had met with other 
Indians who informed him that Menendez 
had learned of the meeting between Louise 
and the searching party sent out from the 
fort. He, however, believed that she had 
been given into their hands by the Indians 
who held her for ransom. 

As the journey was renewed by our fugi- 
tives on the following morning it was with 
the determination to proceed only about two- 
thirds of the distance, and then to seek cover 
until the dusk fell. By aid of the darkness 
they hoped to reach the fort without detection. 

They had covered only atout half the dis- 
tance they intended to make, when suddenly 
there came to them sounds that filled their 
hearts with consternation. It was the noise 
made by the beat of horses' hoofs upon the 
earth. At this very moment, one of the Wee- 
toes, who had lingered in the rear to investi- 
gate—his ears catching the sounds some mo- 
ments before they fell upon less practised ones 
— came hurrying to them. 

By signs he quickly made known to them 
the danger. A body of Spanish horsemen 
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was approaching. They were not more than 
two hundred yards away. 

" To the cover of the bushes instantly I " 
was the order now given. 

The only shelter near at hand was a thick 
cluster of sassafras and gallberry bushes. 
Above them towered the mighty pines, casting 
shade all around, and so toning the light that 
it seemed near to the close of evening al- 
though the sun shone brightly above the 
trees. It was no doubt this dimness that 
saved them from being detected by the eyes 
of the Spaniards as they sought the shelter of 
the bushes, for their pursuers were almost 
upon them ere they were fully secreted. 

Their hearts stood still with fear as the 
Spaniards, reaching a spot within ten paces 
of where they lay concealed, reined in their 
horses. 

" I thought I heard a sound," said one who 
appeared to be leader, '^ and if I mistake not, 
I saw a form scurrying through the brush." 

'' Only some small animal, no doubt, fright- 
ened by our approach," replied a man near to 
him. " But if you say so, lieutenant, we'll 
get down and search." 

''Nonsense I" exclaimed a third one. 
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"Think you not if it were really those of 
whom we are in search the eyes of others of 
us would have seen them ? A party such as 
that could not fly to cover without detection. 
It was a small animal, I am sure, Carlos. 
Besides, where could those to the number of 
the pursued find secure hiding-place in open- 
ing such as this ? " 

"Shall we dismount and search, lieuten- 
ant?" asked Carlos, and at the words, so 
plainly heard by those cowering in the 
bushes, it seemed as though the very pulse 
of life stood still. 

" I think not, Carlos," said the lieutenant 
after a pause. " There seems to be no call for 
it. Andrez is right. We have been watch- 
ing too intently for them to escape us here. 
Besides, where would they have gone ? Yea, 
we must look for our game in deeper cover." 

They passed on, and our fugitives lay flat 
upon the ground, within the protecting shelter 
of the bushes, scarcely daring to breathe until 
the sound of the horses' feet had been lost in 
the distance. Even then they did not with- 
draw from their hiding-place. 

It was now decided that they would proceed 
with even more caution than before, and that 
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they would not attempt to go more than three 
or four miles further during the day. The 
Indians knew of a spot that they believed 
would afford safe concealment until the night 
fell. It was an island in the midst of thick- 
leafed bays and towering tulip trees. It was 
reached by a ford of shallow water known 
only to the Indians. It was between six and 
seven miles from the fort; 

That evening, after having made this re- 
treat in safety, one of the Indians was sent 
I forward to reconnoitre. He returned with 

j the information that their worst fears were 

I realized. The Spanish lines were but a little 

more than three miles away. They formed a 
complete cordon about the fort. 
I What were they now to do ? Which course 

I was best in the face of the terrible odds 

I against them ? To go on was to incur great 

risks of capture ; so, too, was there risk of this 
if they remained where they were. Besides, 
they could not stay at this place beyond the 
! evening, if for no other reason than that their 

stock of provisions had about given out, and 
they had no means at hand whereby to re- 
plenish it. 
The Westoes proposed that they go with 
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them to their own camp until some way could 
be found to gain the fort. But this, too, in- 
volved great danger, as the Spaniards were 
known to have their scouting parties out in 
every direction. 

" I can see but one course," said Monsieur 
Ren6. 

" And that ? " asked Antoine. 

'' To go on now through the darkness and 
endeavor to reach the fort under cover of it." 

" But the Spanish lines? " 

'' We must find the means of getting 
through them," resolutely. "It seems life 
or death either way." 

" But will there not still be great danger ? " 
enquired Oscar. " May not our own people 
fire upon us, ere they recognize us ? " 

" I think not ; at least I hope not. We 
know the password. It will all depend upon 
our being able to make them understand 
in time." 

" But if we should not ? " asked Oscar again. 
"Think of Mademoiselle, my lieutenant. 
How dreadful for her father if " 

" Monsieur Ren6 is right, Oscar," spoke 
Louise herself at this moment. "We must 
make the endeavor to reach the fort. 'Tis 
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our only chance. And we should start at 
once, Monsieur/' she added, turning to Mon- 
sieur Ren6, " the night is already partly spent, 
I doubt not we shall need every moment 
of it." 

" You are right. Mademoiselle," he replied. 
" We'll begin immediately our preparations." 

Once, twice, three times they made eflfort 
to get through the Spanish lines, and each 
time not only failed, but twice narrowly 
escaped capture. 

They were now in a perilous position. 
The day was beginning to break, and they 
had reason to believe that they were between 
two lines of the Spanish soldiers, one a mile 
or so in the rear, which they had succeeded 
in passing, and the other about the same dis- 
tance in front of them and near to the fort. 
This was the line that had so successfully 
frustrated their attempts to get beyond it. 

More distinct grew the signs of the break- 
ing day. Whither would they fly for refuge? 
Danger was all about them. Whichever way 
they turned, they were likely to come face to 
face with it. One point, however, was clear 
to them. They must find some place of con^ 
cealment ere the day dawned. 



346 The Little Lady of the Fort 

Their Indian guides were equal to this 
emergency. They knew of a spot where they 
thought temporary shelter at least could be 
found. But they must go swiftly as well as 
cautiously, as the day would soon break 
all about them, and its light betray them 
to the eyes of the Spaniards. 

They had proceeded but a few paces when, 
like the swift outspreading of birds' wings, 
forms closed about them. At the same mo- 
ment a voice exclaimed in low, penetrating 
tones: 

" Make no outcry. We are friends I " 

'^ Francisco I " exclaimed Louise in glad 
tones, despite the caution. 

"Not so loud, Mademoiselle," he begged 
her, then added, almost in a whisper, " Yes, 
it is I, with Pan-tau-tle, Psait-kop-ta, and one 
other. You are hard pressed and we have 
come to aid you. We have been near all the 
time, though you have not known it. For 
just such occasion as this we have waited." 

"Then you did not leave us so hurriedly 
to go on your own journey to the sea, as 
I thought ? " she asked him. 

" Nay, Mademoiselle, I could not until I 
knew that you were safe again with your 
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friends. Besides, two parties, I believed, 
were better than one in outwitting the 
soldiers." 

All the while that he had been speaking, 
he had urged them forward in a direction 
indicated. He had passed polite greeting to 
the others, but beyond this his remarks were 
addressed to Louise. 

"You need cover until the night falls 
again," he continued. " Pan-tau-tle knows 
of a spot where he feels sure you will be safe. 
He has also a plan whereby we hope to 
get you safely to the walls of the fort." 

She looked at him gratefully, for at that 
moment she could find no words with which 
to thank him. Besides, he kept cautioning 
her not to talk. 

The hiding-place to which they were con- 
ducted by Pan-tau-tle was a small cavern 
in the side of a cliff, overhung by vines 
and reached after a somewhat difficult de- 
scent. The day had broken fully ere they 
gained its cover and many times they feared 
they must be discovered. 

'* We owe you a debt. Monsieur," said An- 
toine heartily to Francisco, " not only for 
thus bringing us out of death's jaws, but 
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beq^use of the great service you did so nobly 
render to Mademoiselle La Pierre, our little 
lady of the fort," he added with great tender- 
ness as his eyes were turned toward Louise. 

''Yea/' spoke Monsieur Ren6 like the 
brave, generous gentleman he was, ''this 
service that you have rendered to her who is 
so dear to us has both touched and won our 
hearts. Now is added to it this obligation 
we ourselves owe to you. Monsieur, you 
have proven yourself both knight and friend, 
and as such we grasp your hand, caring 
naught to know what is the name of the king 
to whom your allegiance is given." 

With this they both grasped warmly the 
hand of Francisco. 

He was about to speak, when that which he 
saw in Louise's eyes plainly besought him not 
to be too free as yet in his communications. 

" I thank you. Messieurs," he said simply, 
as he returned the warm hand pressures. 
" Joy fills my heart to know that I have been 
enabled to render both Mademoiselle and 
yourselves this service." 

Some moments later, three soldiers of 
France, withdrawn to themselves, their eyes 
significantly regarding the knots of scarlet 
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upon their breasts, were engaged in earnest 
conversation concerning them. 

" Our vow refers only to Spaniards who are 
foes," spoke Monsieur Ren6 firmly. 

"And this youth has proved beyond the 
shadow of doubting that he is a friend," 
added -Antoine. 

" He has risked much for our little lady," 
declared Oscar, " therefore we will honor him 
with our trust ; yea, more, we will give him 
our gratitude." 

" We will do more yet," asserted Monsieur 
Ren6. " Should it be our good fortune to get 
through to the fort, and he is with us, we will 
bespeak for him the good-will of the whole 
garrison. Yea, we'll go further and demand 
for him his just meed of praise." 

"That will we!" declared Antoine and 
Oscar simultaneously. 

Francisco's party had food enough and to 
spare for all. When they were safely within 
the shelter of the cave and breakfast had been 
eaten, Pan-tau-tle unfolded his plan for reach- 
ing the fort. The proposed route was by way 
of the river, from the banks of which they 
were now not far away. Pan-tau-tle not only 
unfolded the plan which seemed possible, but, 
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to their joy, he told them he knew where 
canoes could be procured. While they re- 
mained within the shelter of the cave he and 
Psait-kop-ta would slip away and make ready. 

The fugitives had themselves thought of the 
river, but as there was no craft available by 
which the journey could be made, they had 
abandoned the thought. Besides, surrounded 
as they were by Spaniards, it had seemed as 
dangerous an undertaking to reach the river 
as the fort itself 

Pan-tau-tle and Psait-kop-ta, having re- 
turned with the canoes, which they succeeded 
in safely concealing near by, our little party 
set out as the night fell. 

A cloudy sky favored them. Even the 
stars were hidden, save as, now and then, one 
broke forth from behind its curtain of clouds. 

They moved off noiselessly, hugging the 
bank of the river, with the towering bluffs 
above them. They dared not use the oars, 
save when compelled so to do, lest the sounds 
fall upon the ears of the Spanish sentinels 
they knew were stationed along the river 
bank. They must therefore depend almost 
wholly upon being carried by the current. 

Slowly and silently they drifted along. 
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Now and then a word of command or direc- 
tion was given, but always it was in a whisper. 

They had proceeded about one-third of the 
way, when suddenly the hand of Monsieur 
Ren6, who was seated in the boat in the lead, 
fell with close grip upon the arm of Oscar. 

" Get the word to the others," he whispered, 
'' and with so little noise as possible. There 
is a Spanish craft anchored amid-stream. I 
can make out her masts. She is no doubt 
there to circumvent just such move as this on 
our part. If we are heard, we are lost, but 
we can neither stop now nor go back. 

" I see no stir aboard her,'' continued Mon- 
sieur Ren6, as Oscar returned to his seat, after 
having crept toward the stern of the boat 
with his words of warning. " Heaven grant 
that they have fallen asleep ! " he added 
fervently. 

They afterward believed this to be the true 
state of affairs, since no sound or movement 
came from the Spanish vessel as they crept 
fearfully and noiselessly by her, hugging as 
close to the bank as the current would permit. 

At last they came to the foot of the bluff 
beneath which was the deep-throated entrance 
marking the opening to the passageway. How 
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well Francisco remembered it ! And in what 
tumult of feeling was his heart as they landed 
near to it, and began cautiously to make their 
way toward the steps leading to the top of 
the cliff. He gained Louise's side, and man- 
aged to say to her unheard, 

'' 'Twas near this spot that you saved me 
from death, Mademoiselle I Can I ever for- 
get it?" 

Then, as he caught and held her hand for a 
moment, with a pressure that almost gave her 
pain, he added with a fervency that caused 
her heart to stir quicl^ly : 

" May opportunity be given me this night, 
Mademoiselle, to prove to you and yours how 
true 18 my gratitude." 

He little knew how speedily his wish was 
to be granted. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

HABBOB AT LAST 

Theib plan was to proceed with great care 
across the space from the cliff to the west wall 
of the fort, calling cautiously to the sentinel 
so soon as they were near enough. 

Monsieur Ren6, with Pan-tau-tle and Oscar, 
was to lead the way, while Antoine, Fran- 
cisco, Psait-kop-ta and the other Indians kept 
close about Louise and Suzann6. In case of 
discovery, especially in the event of an attack 
by the Spaniards, they were all to unite in 
the effort to get the young girls safely to the 
walls of the fort. The Indians did not intend 
to enter the fort unless the movements of the 
Spaniards so compelled them. Their design 
was to retreat under cover of the darkness so 
soon as their white friends had gained the 
walls. 

Monsieur Ren6 was to make the test of the 
sentinel's hearing. He had a strong, deep 
voice, and was more likely to attract the 

863 
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man's attention without raising it to too high 
a pitch. 

It so happened that the sentry along the 
west wall at that hour on this particular night 
was a young man by the name of Jean Dou- 
cett. He was a brave, good soldier, but he 
had one weakness. Under sudden excitement 
he lost control of himself. It was rare that 
he was sent alone to patrol one of the walls, 
nor was he to do guard duty long on this par- 
ticular night. In a half hour or so he would 
be relieved by an older soldier, one, too, with 
steadier nerve. Would that our friends could 
have known it I 

Now it is quite probable that Monsieur 
Ren6, having so recently passed through such 
great danger of discovery from the Spanish 
craft, and knowing, too, that peril was all 
about them, had had his nerve shaken to the 
extent that he was not so cool as he might 
otherwise have been. Doubtless, too, in his 
great haste to be within the walls of the fort, 
he did not take the necessary care to carry 
out the plans as they had been formed. 

He gave the hail to the guard, but neglected 
to follow it immediately by the password. 

There was a sudden exclamation from the 
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wall, then the sharply uttered call, " Who is 
there?" 

Ere reply could be given, the report of a 
musket rang out. 

Monsieur Ren6 was quick enough now. 
He lost all caution, too, in his consternation 
at what had happened. His one concern at 
this point was to keep the guard from firing 
upon them again. Fortunately his first shot, 
sent at random, had done no damage. 

Monsieur Ren6 began running rapidly to- 
ward the fort, calling as he did so : 

"Idiot I Dolt! do you not understand? 
It is friends : Monsieur Ren6, Antoine, Oscar, 
Mademoiselle I Hear you not ? Get the com- 
mandant's ladder and lower it quickly. 
Hasten, man, as though a very pestilence 
were after you. If you do not move with 
wings to your feet, every Spaniard in the 
woods roundabout will be down upon us ere 
we can escape them I " 

The man, fully bearing out the character 
Monsieur Ren6 had assigned to him, that of 
idiot, called out at the top of an excited voice, 

"All right, sir, all right! I'll get the 
ladder I " 

Then added in tones equally loud : 
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" How you astound me by the news you 
give! Can it really be Mademoiselle, and 
that you have found her ? Then, joy, indeed, 
will be in this garrison ! " 

''Hasten! hasten!" Monsieur Ren6 urged 
of those in the rear. 

They were now moving precipitately toward 
the fort, realizing the danger, Louise, Suzann6, 
Antoine, Francisco and two of the Indians. 
At the discharge of the gun three of the In- 
dians had turned and sped back toward the 
river. 

To add to the peril of our friends, the 
clouds had now drifted away and the stars 
were shining brightly. 

Suddenly Louise stumbled, her body sway- 
ing from side to side. Then, ere the hand of 
either Antoine or Francisco could be extended 
to arrest her fall, she went down over the ob- 
ject against which her foot had struck. It 
was the protruding root of a pine stump, and 
the force with which she came down jarred 
her considerably. 

At that very moment forms began to ap- 
pear along the edges of the forest some dis- 
tance to the right of them, while the notes of 
a Spanish bugle rang out sharp and clear. 
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'^ 'Tis the pickets I " said Antoine, as both 
he and Francisco stooped over Louise to raise 
her. "The loud hallooing and the musket 
shot have aroused them. The lines are nearer 
than we thought. Let us hasten ere the whole 
camp is down upon us." 

He and Francisco now grasped Louise/ 
one by either arm, and started on a run 
toward the fort, almost dragging her as 
they went. At the same time Antoine called 
to Suzann6 and the Indians to increase their 
speed. 

Monsieur Ren6, too, within the shadow of 
the wall saw the forms scurrying toward them 
from the forest, and recognized only too well 
the danger. He groaned aloud in the agony 
of suspense. 

"Will the man never come?" he ex- 
claimed. 

At that very moment the rope ladder was 
swung downward over the wall. 

" Up I " he said sharply to Oscar. " You, 
then Pan-tau-tle and Psait-kop-ta." 

" But the others and yourself, Monsieur? " 
remonstrated Oscar. 

"There is no use for precious time to be 
wasted while waiting for the others. Up, 



3j8 The Little Lady of the Fort 

man, and arouse ^11 the guards. Make ready, 
too, the cannon." 

Although he thus urged, yet it was noted 
that Monsieur Ren6 himself made not the 
effort to follow Oscar and the Indians up the 
ladder. He stood waiting, one hand upon 
his sword hilt, the other holding the ladder 
taut. He called, too, with encouraging voice 
to those who sped toward him. 

While yet the fugitives were some thirty 
paces from the wall, two forms suddenly 
darted upon them. It was two of the Span- 
iards, who had either run much more swiftly 
than their fellows or had received the warning 
earlier. Their nearness until the moment 
of their attack had been concealed by the 
shrubbery. 

Francisco was the first to see them, and not 
an instant too soon. For at the very mo- 
ment he beheld them the sword of one of 
them was drawn to pierce Antoine. Quick 
as a flash of light, Francisco turned and dealt 
him a blow across the arm with his pistol 
butt that caused the man to drop the sword 
with a groan. Following the advantage 
Francisco plunged toward him, striking him 
upon the breast with such force that the 
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Spaniard went reeling backward upon the 
sand. 

Antoine, realizing what had happened, 
released Liouise, crying : 

^'Seek the fort with all speed, Madem- 
oiselle. We must deal with the other one." 

He was too late. 

At that very moment, seeing his companion 
go down, the other Spaniard drew his pistol. 
For some reason the shot was aimed at Liouise. 
Doubtless he had his orders. She was the 
one, after all, he desired to stop. He aimed 
for her shoulder, as it was no vital wound he 
wished to make. Antoine noted not, but 
Francisco did. He sprang between the 
weapon and Louise. In another instant it 
was discharged. 

As the ball tore through the flesh, and 
Francisco groaned in spite of himself, both 
Antoine and Louise understood what had 
happened. 

Monsieur Ren6, too, was there by this time, 
for he had sped toward them so soon as he 
saw the forms spring upon them. 

" Wretch 1 " he exclaimed, feeing the Span- 
iard, his own good weapon drawn for service. 

But the man, seeing that there were now 
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three with whom he would have to deal| 
turned and fled toward his approaching com- 
rades. ^ 

** You are wounded I " cried Antoine to 
Francisco. 

" Oh, I fear you are badly hurt I " exi- 
claimed Louise in a voice of deep emotion. 
^^ And to think it was for me I '' she added, 
while her eyes moistened. 

'' Nay, 'tis but a flesh wound/' he declared, 
seeking to reassure her, but the voice trem- 
ulous with pain betrayed him. r 

" Let us speed swiftly/' urged Monsieur 
Ren6, ''or we are lost. The Spaniards are 
perilously near. Assist Mademoiselle, An- ^ 

toine, and I will give aid to the lad." 

The walls of the fort were now lined with 
soldiers, for the garrison, too, had been 
alarmed. 

Monsieur Rent's voice was raised in a shout 
to his comrades. ^ 

" Fire to the right of us ! " he cried. 

Almost upon the instant the good guns 
spoke. 

There were hoarse cries of pain following 
this volley, and when the smoke cleared 
away the approaching line of Spaniards was 




• UP, MADEMOISELLE ' 
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At the top of the wall they were received 
with great shouts that rent the air, while 
from the forest came loud cries of anger and 
of defiance from the Spaniards. They were 
in a rage because they had been thwarted. 
It was believed that they would at once seek 
to make an attack upon the fort, but they did 
not. They were doubtless waiting for their 
own cannon. It afterward came out that 
they were not only waiting for this but also 
the arrival of Menendez. 

Louise had scarcely reached the wall when 
she was clasped in her father's arms. 

*^ At last I " he said, while his tears dropped 
upon her face. ''God is indeed good that 
he has sent you back to me, my daugh- 
ter!" 

Straight to the great hall they went, with 
the exception of those left to keep watch 
upon the Spaniards. 

The quadrangle was filled with women and 
children. There were cries of greeting and 
many caresses. All were filled with joy that 
their little lady had been restored to them. 

As Louise was nearing the door that led 
from the quadrangle into the hall an arm 
was suddenly clasped about her neck, while a 
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voice high-pitched and hysterical, but tremu- 
lous with earnestness, spoke her name again 
and again. Then the words came : 

"O when the Indians carried you away 
and I thought I should never see you again, 
it nearly killed me I Forgive me, Liouie, 
that I was so hateful to you." 

It was Marie, and, as Louise turned and 
saw the anguish so plainly written on her 
face, she leaned toward her and kissed her, 
freely murmuring her forgiveness. 

A shout went up again as, having entered ^ 
the hall, they saw their little lady standing 
there unharmed before them. They could 
not convey to her quickly enough the news 
that the council had cleared her with scarcely 
a dissenting voice, and that now they desired 
to say to her, men, women, and children, that 
she was still their little lady loved and 
trusted, and sooner than doubt her loyalty 
again they would doubt their own. 

The tears were streaming down her cheeks 
as she listened to their words of devotion. It 
was against Jacqueline's shoulder that she 
sobbed out all the gladness brimming her 
heart at this touching demonstration. For 
Antoine had gone for sweet Jacqueline the 
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very moment he had gotten safely within the 
fort, and she was there now, in the great hall, 
her arms about Louise, her own heart pulsing 
joyously as she noted the warmth with which 
they welcomed the lost one back. 

So soon as she could compose herself she 
told them her story. Unstinted praise was 
given to Francisco and Suzann6. 

She turned her eyes toward Francisco. He 
was seated near. His wound had been 
dressed, and found to be very painful, but 
not serious. The pallor of his fietce showed 
how much he had suffered. But he looked 
very boyish and handsome as he sat there in 
their midst, his eyes downcast now at her 
words of praise. 

" He twice saved my life," she said. " He 
sacrificed all for me I 

" Oh, good friends," she continued, after a 
moment's pause, as her eyes swept the sea of 
faces, her voice vibrant with feeling, '' there is 
that I must tell you now I Face to face with 
you and my father, I must speak the words 
my lips can no longer keep back. In the 
youth who sits there, he who did so nobly be- 
friend me, who twice risked his life that mine 
might be spared — ^you behold the one I did 
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succor at the foot of the cliff and shelter 
within the passageway of the fort I " 

" What ? " cried the commandant, his eyes 
gleaming. " This is incredible I Did you not 
tell me he had perished when the earth 
caved?" 

'^ So I thought, my father, but, as impossi- 
ble as it may seem, he escaped through the 
fort," and thereupon she related this part of 
the story. 

"A Spaniard!" ejaculated Captain La 
Pierre, and looked at Francisco, but not un- 
kindly. " A Spaniard here within this fort I 
A Spaniard the rescuer of my daughter, 
wounded because of her — willing to give his 
life that hers might be spared! Men, this 
seems a miracle I impossible for eyes and ears 
to credit." 

"Yes, Monsieur," replied Francisco, inter- 
rupting him, and rising now with an air and 
a gesture that compelled the admiration even 
of those who felt coldly toward him, " a Span- 
iard ! I admit it, and do so with no shame. 
A Spaniard, yet, sir, with a heritage as goodly 
as thine own. My father. Captain La Pierre, 
is a soldier and gentleman. As such he can. 
show record as pure as that which marks any 
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gentleman and soldier of France. In the 
deeds of these men, his countrymen, who are 
without honor and without shame, he has no 
parcel. Yea, again and again he has spoken 
out his indignation against them. Tis only 
his unworthy son, headstrong and wilful, who 
hy casting in his lot with these men has 
brought dishonor to the name." 

He paused for a moment as though strug- 
gling with some emotion, then continued in a 
voice grown tremulous, 

"Oh, sir, there is a reason why I could 
never wish harm to you and yours, let alone 
raise my hand to do aught of injury. My 
mother is of your blood. When she married 
Hernando de Barcio " 

A man's sharp cry interrupted him. To 
their surprise they saw Monsieur Gaillard 
move hastily toward him, his hand extended, 
some deep emotion convulsing his features. 

"Hernando de Barcio!" he repeated. 
" Then your mother was " 

" Joan Gaillard of Dieppe." 

" Wonder of wonders I " ejaculated Monsieur 
Nicholas, his eyes brimming with tears, both 
arms extended to Francisco, " the boy is my 
own nephew." 
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And so it proved, for Francisco had ample 
proof of his identity, among other things a 
miniature of his mother. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

CONCLUSION 

From the moment that Monsieur Gaillard 
had advanced Suzanne's eyes had been fixed 
upon him in a strange way. 

When Louise first began to tell her story, 
and even when she arrived at that part relat- 
ing to Suzann6, Monsieur Gaillard had not 
been present. He had been detained by cer- 
tain matters relating to the defenses. Thus, 
up to this time, he had not looked upon 
Suzanng, neither had she seen him. 

As Suzann6 continued to gaze upon him in 
this fascinated wav, it attracted Louise's atten- 
tion. She turned and spoke to her. Instead 
of replying, Suzann6 asked a question, a ques- 
tion that fell tremulously from her lips. 

"Who is he?" 

" Good Monsieur Nicholas, my father's sec- 
ond in command, and his best and truest 
friend." 

It was just at this moment that the disclos- 
ure with reference to Francisco came from 
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Monsieur Gaillard, so that, in the demonstra- 
tion that followed, Louise and SuzannS were 
separated. Thus no more was then spoken 
between them. 

But after a time Monsieur Gaillard found 
himself near to Suzann6. He had not no- 
ticed her before. She had arisen in the ex- 
citement that followed his claim to kinship 
with Francisco. She had involuntarily 
pressed eagerly forward with the others, but 
something had caused her to pause suddenly 
when within a few steps of him. She, how- 
ever, kept her eyes upon his face. It was no 
doubt this intent gaze that attracted him. 
He turned his head to see her standing there, 
and not far away from her Pan-tau-tle. 

Monsieur Nicholas asked the same question 
of Louise that Suzann6 had asked, though in 
different words. 

" Who is the young woman, Louie, in the 
half native dress ? Is she wife or sister to the 
Indian?" 

" She is neither, Monsieur Nicholas. O, do 
you not know ? Have you not heard ? She 
is of the same blood as ourselves, we think. 
Shake hands with her, Monsieur. She has 
been so good to me. She helped me to escape. 
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She guided me and ministered to me^ when 
otherwise I surely must have died there in 
the wilderness." 

LfOuise had brought them together now. 
Monsieur GaiUard had his hand over Su- 
zanne's and he was looking down into her 
face. 

" She must tell you her story," Louise con- 
tinued. ^^ It is such a sad one, and there is so 
much of mystery. We have all been trying 
to make it clear for her, but you, Monsieur 
Nicholas, I am sure, can do better than we. 
You have been much about in this wild land. 
You are familiar, too, with the accounts of the 
wanderings of our people. From what we can 
make of it we feel sure she came from France. 
Her parents were driven from there by perse- 
cution just as our people here have been. She 
can remember a happy home and loving faces. 
Then came a stormy time, and following it 
flight and a long voyage over a waste of 
waters. Next she recalls the landing at a 
port, where there was peace for a time. But 
robbers seized the ship and carried it away. 
Women and children, and such of the men 
as would not join the pirates were driven 
ashore. Then came sickness and death and 
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wanderings, the meeting with friendly In- 
dians, and But you, Suzann6, must tell 

Monsieur the story yourself. You can do it 
so much better than I." 

" Suzann6 ! " almost gasped Monsieur Gail- 
lard. Did you say SuzannS ? " 

His face had suddenly grown very white ; 
the muscles of his lips were twitching. 

" Yes," replied Louise, looking at him won- 
deringly. " It is the name by which she is 
sure she was called in those happy days before 
the sorrow came." 

*' I, too, had a little daughter," began Mon- 
sieur Gaillard. " She was lost just as you tell 
me this — this Suzann6 was lost." 

But Louise took no note of the words. She 
was too intent on giving him the next piece 
of information. 

^' Monsieur Ren6 is sure, from what he has 
been able to put together, that Suzann6 must 
have been on one of the ships that sailed from 
Havre to join the colony of Monsieur Ville- 
gagnon established many miles to the south 
of this. Monsieur Ren6 has heard that one 
of the ships landed on this coast looking for 
fresh water ; that it was seized by a part of 
the crew who desired to become pirates, was 
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carried away and a day or so later the women 
and children forced to " 

" Ships sent to the relief of Villegagnon ! " 
cried Monsieur Nicholas. " What is this to 
which mine ears do listen ? Speak quickly," 
turning to Suzann6. "Were you on such 
ship? Were you lost from your parents 
there?" 

" Alas ! I know not," she replied sadly, and 
still looking at him in a manner that it 
thrilled many hearts to see. "It is what 
Monsieur Ren6 has told me he believes." 

A voice trembling with emotion spoke 
Monsieur Gaillard's name at this moment, an 
arm was placed about his shoulders. 

" Old friend," said the commandant, " can 
it be that she is " 

"Nay," replied Monsieur Gaillard, a sob 
well-nigh choking his voice, " it would be too 
good to be true! After all these years it 
seems impossible." 

Yet at the same time he leaned forward 
and with tremulous hand drew Suzann6 
nearer. 

" Tell me," he besought, " all that you can 
remember. My own little girl was five years 
old when she and my precious wife were torn 
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from me. I had gone ashore with those seek- 
ing water." 

In voice almost as tremulous as his Suzann^ 
began the recital, but as she proceeded the 
tones grew stronger. The story, too, to those 
who had before heard it, seemed clearer and 
much more connected. It was as though the 
sight of that face into which she still gazed 
with such intentness had brought out more 
distinctly upon the sensitive plate of memory 
pictures hitherto dim. 

Monsieur Gaillard suddenly grasped her 
arm. The force of the grasp made her wince, 
but he was unconscious of it. 

"Tell me," he cried, "can you remember 
any particular event, anything that took 
place prior to the seizing of the vessels by 
that wretch, Jean Le ComtS, and his crew of 
pirates ? " 

She raised her eyes again to his face. Once 
more they were fixed eagerly, wistfully upon 
it, as though seeking there the key to all she 
would unlock within her mind. Suddenly 
the eyes grew radiant. The whole face of 
Suzann^ was changed as though it, too, had 
come from without the cloud of mystery. It 
was transfigured as when the light falls full 
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upon some object hitherto engulfed by shad- 
ows. 

" I remember now how one who was dear 
to me, she whose face has never been removed 
from my memory, held me in her arms that I 
might see more plainly one who was going away. 
He was in one of the small boats that was 
ready to go ashore, and we looked down upon 
him from the ship's side. He threw out his 
arm toward us, and kisses, too, from his fingers. 

'^ Then the one who held me lost her control 
and entreated that he would take us with 
him ; that there was that she feared, yet could 
not explain, or so it now seems to me. But 
he only smiled upon us again, bade us be of 
good cheer ; and again kissed his fingers to us, 
calling us " 

She paused. There was a huskiness in her 
voice that arrested her speech. 

Monsieur Gaillard leaned nearer. His eyes 
were like globes fresh lit. His lips moved, 
but no speech came. An intense silence had 
fallen on all those about them, in which each 
could almost hear the other breathe. 

'' He kissed his fingers to us," repeated 
Suzann^, " calling us his little Suzann^ and 
— aud " 
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Again her speech failed her, but now it 
seemed she struggled not for the speech itself, 
but for the word. 

" The name I The name ! " pleaded Monsieur 
Gaillard. " Tell me the name of her who did 
hold you as you looked downward from the 
rails of the ship upon him who kissed his 
fingers to you, calling you his little Suzann6 
and Ma " 

He had not intended to pronounce the name, 
and checked himself upon its very first syllable. 

But it was enough for Suzann6. A glad cry 
escaped her. She extended her hands to him. 
Her eyes were like wells of lights from which 
the radiance leapt upward. 

" Oh, now I do remember ! How clearly it 
comes to me I He did call us his little 
Suzann6 and Madeleine. He said it twice; 
Madeleine I My Madeleine I " 

"It is enough I" cried Monsieur Gaillard. 
" She has pronounced her own name and that 
of her mother, my precious wife, who, front 
the account, must have become separated from 
her child soon after they were driven ashore 
by the wretch, Le Comt6, and no doubt per- 
ished in the wilderness. She was ever a frail 
one, my Madeleine." 
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He drew Suzann6 to him. Tears were 
streaming down his cheeks. They fell upon 
her face as he pressed her to his heart 

"Congratulate me, old friend/' he said 
turning to Captain La Pierre. " After all the 
sorrow of these years my child is restored to 
me." 

The commandant gave expression to his 
feelings in words of heartfelt rejoicing. So, 
too, with words for him and words for 
Suzann6 the others crowded about him. 
Their joy was great in his joy. 

" We have reason to thank God together, 
Nicholas," added Captain La Pierre, as he 
drew Louise to him, " and this will we do, 
old friend, yea, with all fervor." 

« * « « « * 

The night following, having made all their 
arrangements, and while yet the Spaniards 
were in the midst of theirs for an attack upon 
the fort, the garrison of Ribaut stole away 
through the secret passage, gaining the ships 
which were now completed. With them went 
Francisco and the friendly Indians, though at 
the river bank they parted from the latter, 
with many expressions of friendship and of 
gratitude. 
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I nave heard how these staunch ships slipped 
safely out by way of the river's mouth and 
into the open sea ; how day by day they sailed 
steadily northward, despite the adverse winds 
with which they met and the unfavorable tides 
that again and again tossed them about at 
will. 

The same old chronicle from which I gain 
this knowledge relates how, despite these 
perils, and the fact that they had no chart, 
the pilgrims from Fort Ribaut came at last to 
the shores of that territory along the banks of 
the St. Lawrence, within which, through the 
courage and the energy of certain hardy ones 
of their own countrymen, one spot was already 
as a rose opening in the wilderness — the be- 
ginning of the real New France. 
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